
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




^jT-^r 



i 

^ 



4l 
.1« 






5 














r 



Is 



^ 



■1^ 



^ 



u » 



POEMS, 



HELEN^CUREIE. 



Tet all beneath th* unrirallM rote, 

The iovelf daisy tweedy Uowi ; 

Tho* large the forest*» monarch throws 

His army shade, 
Tet {leen the juicy hawthorn ff%^»9 ^ 
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•A^'^LENOX AND 
TILOtN FOUNDATIONS. 

1899. 



EASTERN DISTRICT OF PENNSYLVANIA, to wit: 

BE IT REMEMBERED, lltat on the seventh day of 
in the forty*third year of the independence of the United 
America, A. D. 1818, Helen Currie, of the said district, hath i 
in this olfice the title of a book, the right whereof she claims a 
in the words following, to wit : 

Poems, by Helen Currie. 

Tet all beneath th*unrivaird rose, 
The lovely daisy sweetly blows ; 
Tho* large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade. 
Yet green the jaicy hawthorn grows 
Adown the glade. 
Bum», 
Iq conformity to the Act of the Congress of the Unite 
entitled, ** An act for the encouragement of learning, by seci 
cupilj^ «C ^Wkjpii^ charts, and books, to the authors an<l prop 



and books, tip the authors '^m puQtJ^tibn of such copies, du 

tiroes thereih f)(iAtioOed^'<ajid extending the benefits thereof t 

of d«Mlgning, ^^viii^r&tf<b^t<^i^£ historical and other prints. 

• •..;^ •• : -* D. CALDW: 

• /,•• . Ckrts-ofth^ Eastern District of Penns) 



TO THE READER. 

THE following poems, now laid before the public, 
were composed atjdifferent periods, chiefly with a view 
to sooth the mind, and prevent it from brooding over its 
own particular sorrows. In submitting them to the 
world, I am not actuated by any violent love of fame 
or excessive vanity ; my passions are all in the wane, 
and were celebrity mine, I could not long enjoy it, for 
-irhat is pruse to those who sleep the sleep of death ? In 
the winter of 1816, merely for amusement, I began to se- 
lect from among my rhymes, those things which I deem- 
ed worthy of preservation, and, as I progressed, it occur- 
red to me that they might please others, without being 
' unprofitable to myself. Whether, in forming this opinion, 
I was correct, time alone will determine. 

It must be obvious to every one, that a woman, in lay- 
ing her productions before the public, labours, under 
many disadvantages, \9*4|rhidh ^he othci^j^xls'^sot sub- 
jected. Whatever rfc^pttdn ^nine may meet with, I 
can in truth say, that the^''\vei^*aTl'^ wrttten with the 
best intention, and in perfect- purity of he?wt. As to 
their poetical merits, it w^ura»bi» rtresdWf^ion'in me to 
speak, mankind will, and oughf to judge for themselves. 

Thi Author. . 

Philadelphia, 16th Sept. 1818. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO SCOTLAND. 

LAND of my fiitben, i^iieresoe'er I rotm. 
In thee my best afiectioi» are at hpme : 
A daughter's offring thou wilt ne'er refuse. 
Accept the tribute of my humble muse. 
My heart, and that, is all I have to give. 
While in a foreign land retir'd I live. 
Far, far from thee, protect'ress of my youth. 
Who fbrm'd my soul to honour and to truth. 
Yet ever mindful of my birth-right's claim. 
And the transcendant glory of thy name. 

Still futhful Memory records the time. 
When first thou bade mei to indulge in rhyme. 
And, by the wimplin' bum, beneath a tree, , 
I pour'd my simple strains in youthful glee. 
Artless, and thoughtless how the moments flew. 
While care and sorrow by report I knew. 
And only with my pen their portrait drew. 
Then wonder'd if it was a likeness true. 

Gay as the lav'rock, in a summer mom. 
Or the sweet linnet, warbling on the\3ciw^« 
To range at pleasure o'er thy wVio\e«onA xciRfrft^^ 
Vesier to me than amaranthine \k>Vt%» 
B 



DEDICATIOK. 

And woo dame nature in her best attire. 
With all a lover's zeal» a poet's fire» 
O, these were days, nor indole nt^^nor vain, 
On which to look it makes me yoimg again, 
O'erstepping twenty years of grief and pain. 

My country, thou art fair, and ever dear. 
Though bleak thy climate, and though plain thy ch 
The growth of virtue is supremely thine. 
With all of genius we esteem divine ; 
And still in arts and arms thy offspring shine. 
May heaven bless, and grant thee to succeed. 
With all that's wise in thought, and great in deed. 
May never child of thine thy ways forsake. 
Nor cause thy cheek to blush, thy heart to ache. 
Nor e'er at mammon's shrine his honour stake. 

Still may'st thou thrive, in poverty and health. 
And proudly boast thy intellectual wealth. 
In moral rectitude feel no decay. 
Until th' Almighty Word shall close the day. 
And on her funeral pile creation lay. 



POEMS, &c. 



THE POST. 



ITritten in Scotland, 180^ 

BLESS'Dbethe man who first contriv'd the 

Post, 
And may his rare invention ne'er be lost* ! 
But free as air^ unfettered by controul 
Of Despotism^ glide from pole to pole. 
Its sacred rights and liberty maintain, 
In every climate, under every reign ; 
And sense, and nonsense, safely bear along. 
The' merchant's letter, or the poet's song. 
The sage's wisdom, and the coxcomb's folly, 
The muddy vapours of the melancholy ; 
The proud philosopher's ingenious whim, 
And equally illusive lover's dream ; 
The hero's glory, and the coward's boast : 
All are alike indebted to the post. 

• History informs us that t\\^ ^«eCsCvwA ^^^^ "^^^ 
iZnrtiuitiao who instituted ategu^ax ^o^X.. 



lO POEMS. 

Th9 sober mat), M^hose other passions led 
A hungry life, that av'rice might be fed ; 
Till, long indulg'd and pamper'd with the best. 
In evil humour she devour'd the rest ; 
Yet, as before, dissatisfi'd and lean, 
Resembling cattle in the royal dream*, 
She of her master, did unceasing crave, 
Until that he became her willing slave. 
And now, all vestiges of conscience gone, 
With heart far harder than the flinty stone> 
He earth and sea did carefully explore. 
From Greenland's icy coast to Afric*s shore. 
There his own species freely bought and sold. 
Yea, toird through guilt and infamy, for gold. 
Again returning to his native land. 
He risqu*d some thousands ten, at her command^ 
Not to relieve the wretched and the poor, 
For all such beings he could ne'er endure. 
And on misfortune if constrain'd to look, 
What he bestow'd was counsel and rebuke ; 
Viewing the lack of wealth as sin and curse» 
He found no merit with an empty purse ; 
But, hoping farther to increase his pelf, 
As cash, well managM, multiplies itself. 
*Twixt doubt and expectation many a day 
He wonder'd why his agent did delay, 

* The dream of PliaraoYv Ung o? ^\sr5^^ 






POEMS. 1 1 

fiesolv'd to writei though^ postages to shun» 
Fatigu'd and (kint, he many a mile had run. 
The echoing hum now ushers in the post. 
The answer's handed, and his money lost ; 
Ye misers speak, for ye alone can tell, 
The cruel anguish that to him befel. 

A sceptic's letter : what unmanly art ! 
He shakes belief, but to corrupt the heart ; ^ 

To render man unhappy and forlorn. 
And strip him naked to endure the storm. 
He mourns that priestcraft should so long pre- 
vail. 
To lure the rabble with an idle tale ; 
Then his own meagre creed exulting gives, 
And swears he independent thinks and lives ; 
Boasts his investigation made with care, 
Although the whole is borrowed from Voltaire ; 
Persuades his friend just for himself to see, 
Throw off the trammels, and like him be free ; 
Exert the native vigour of his mind, 
By habit and by prejudice confin'd. 
But Truth Divine is plac'd upon a rock, 
And may the malice of her en'mies mock ; 
She is so much a part of Wisdom's plan, 
And so adapted to the state of mau^ 
That all her foes have been rei^xA^^ vvv!^ ^^•sss.^-v 
From royal Julian to Tboxa«k'8k Yivci^- 



12 POEMS. 

Leander's letter to Almira fair, 
Whose youthful innocence he would ensnare : 
And first her beauty bright he does extol, 
That in a moment had subdued his soul ; 
Declares how lowly at her feet he lies, 
His life or death receiving from her eyes. 
To her compared, what are the sex combined ? 
She so surpasses all of woman-kind. 
Now hints at the formality of rules, 
Invented by a set of dotard fools, 
To banish ardent love, which never bends, 
And, with compulsive cords for ever ends. 
Protests that he will never cram his skull 
With sour morality, so very dull ; 
'Tis nature still that his attention draws. 
For he is solely govern'd by its laws. 
If pathos his dear angel would discern, 
He bids her see it in the works of Sterne ; 
Or, if she real wisdom wish to know. 
She may consult the volumes of Rousseau : 
Then, with a pretty, sentimental grace, 
Requests a meeting in a certain place ; 
Since to Almira all his soul is given. 
Sincere, eternal in the sight of Heaven. 

The doctor's letter, worthy of remark, 
On weighty business to his friend the clerk : 
The doctor's thoughts were wevev foviw^ \» ^N 
-^^ /ar^e in fancy's pleasant, flov^tv^ vi^>j \ 



POEMS. 13 

Most erudite, admiring all the rules 
Of ancient learning, practised in the schools, 
He values not the men of modern days. 
Mere imitators, who would make us gaze 
At their poor vagaries, which only show 
How very little the inventors know. 
" No poet has appeared since Virgil's time, 
«< Dryden and Pope mere drivellers in rhyme, 
" Their crude productions all compos'd in haste ; 
" Excepting Bently, pray what man of taste V* 
£v*n Shakspeare, who all poets does surpass, 
Alike affects the doctor and his ass. 
<* *Tis strange (he says) to hear how some pre- 
sume 
^< To talk in praise of Robertson and Hume ; 
<< They styl'd historians ! 'tis a pretty claim 
^< Advanc'd for men unworthy of the name : 
" In Tacitus I find supreme delight, 
" Will ever Scotchman like a Roman write ?** 
The doctor in theology is skiird, 
And with the fathers his remembrance fiU'd, 
Their sayings precious fraught with wisdom all, 
He rather quotes Saint Austin than S^unt Paul, 
To grace his sermons, weighty and obscure ; 
For what is simple he can ne'er endure ; 
And says, for preachers there is no deCexvc^> 
Who league divinity with cotutcvoti ^WiT«fc> 
And in t/ieir native tongue «o fl\iei\\.«v^^^'^ 
Regardless of the Hebrew Mid XYve OT^eVw. 



14 POEMS. 

By this the church is to its centre shook, 

Though he on mysteries has wrote a book. 

In politics, the doctor, far from rude, 

Esteems the pow'rs that be as ever good, 

And boasts of blessings on our country sent, 

By the true wisdom of its government. 

The hierarchy is his unceasing care. 

To tamper with its rights what mortal dare ? 

His tithes at present occupy his pen. 

He minds his int'rest just like modern men. 

The worthy pastor has a letter here. 
Divinely eloquent, yet, simple, clear ; 
With manly ease he writes, nor fears the rule 
Of nibbling critic, or cold-hearted fool ; 
His soul no selfish sordid passion knows. 
But still with sympathetic ardour glows. 
Now to a female, in severe distress, 
He does the teacher and the friend express ; 
Displays a piety so firm and true, 
And the rewards of virtue brings to view, 
Hoping to smooth affliction's gloomy road, 
And lead the fainting spirit to its God ; 
Nor in the holy office can he fail, 
Truth, aided by affection, must prevail. 
No sycophant, no hunter of applause, f 

Forever g-uided by his master's laws, 
His whole deportment true res^etX comtwwv^^^ I 
•And in his duty he securely &UxiA^. \^ 



POEMS. 15 

To immorality alone severe, 
He from the cheek of sorrow wipes the tear, 
Sees modest merit, though in humble guise, 
And points the method, honestly to rise, 
Nor was there since the world itself began, 
A more contented, or a better man. 

The widow, reft of what her soul held dear. 
Has solitary sat this many a year, 
One gleam of comfort left, an only boy, 
Whose education did her thoughts employ, 
A rambling disposition urg'd him on. 
She sits dejected, for her darling's gone. 
The post at length arrives, with cruel speed. 
She sees the seal, she dare not, cannot read. 

% 

The unsuspicious maid, who chanc'd to stray 
In love's forbidden path, seduction's prey, 
Trembling implor'd foul infamy to shun. 
The mail approaches, and she is undone. 
What language is adequate to express 
This sad accumulation of distress ; 
Her soul, nor hope nor consolation knows. 
These only are reserv'd for lesser woes. 
A month) perhaps a week, may now proclaim. 
To the unfeeling world her lasting shame ; 
Contending passions in YveT^>Q«lQinl^^xvx\^> 
At length despair and rago *^cc^^ii>5v vox^* 



16 POEMS. 

Where now that angel form» her murderer's 

boast ; 
Her beauty and her reason ? all is lost ; 
Her brain on fire» she rushes to the steep. 
And her (air body buriea in the deep. 

The man of honour has a letter here» 
Directed to the friend he lov'd so dear ; 
A trifling altercation ; it began 
About the texture of Eliza's fan : 
His fierce» vindictive temper has no pause, 
Regardless of divine and human laws. 
" You know what hath occurred, it cannot stand, 
<< Immediate satisfaction I demand ; 
<< To choose the time, place, weapons, be your 

part, 
<' For no submission shall appease my heart/* 
Thus for an idle phantom of the brain, 
Which cool deliberate reason would disdain, 
He wantonly provokes the deadly strife, 
And, though a coward, sports with peace and life. 
His anger gratified, what does he care. 
To scatter ruin and his Maker dare. I 

If this be honour, let instructors name 
The appellation we should give to shame. ) 

Here's an epistle from a virtuous maid, : 

WAu twenty years ago the £asUoii* sw^f ^, ( 
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And of time lovers had abundant store. 
Yet» painful to relate, she sighed for more ; 
Long did she shine unrivallM as a toast. 
Until her youth and beauty both wens ioat. 
A stranger to the delicate respect 
Of one's own soul, impatient of neglect, 
And stung by fell despair she hurried down. 
Though all her pleasure centar'd an the to^m. 
Now in retirement's shade, a prey to qpkett. 
She paints and dresses as she were fifteen ; 
ExpaUates on -the bUss c^ Ibniier days, 
When honest women were secure in stays. 
And news and scandal gives you in a trice. 
And hates Clarissa^ her accomplished niece t 
And sure the reason needs not to be sungi 
The fair Clarissa is admired and young. 
Her letter to a humble friend addressed, 
Jt puts all human patience to the test ; 
At once a feithffil portrait «f her mind» 
Afkd satire on the whole of womankind. 

The aged widow, after deep regret, 
"Meekly contented with her lonely state, 
Rich in experience of forty years. 
And such reflection as the past endears, 
Suggests the method to a youthful wifcj 
With honour to acquit hetseU Vtv Vi&e* 
C 
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y 

ImaginadoD gladly breaks the seal, 
That she may counsel to her sex reveal, 
A sex still destin'd, since the world began. 
To be the glory or the curse of man. 

<^ Trust me, dear Anna, 'tis no trivial art, 
<< To keep possession of a husband's heart ; 
<< Neglect of thiB has» laid (en thousands low, 
<< And sunk whole families in shame and woe. 
<< The first of wedlock is a painful state, 
<< 'Tis then the parties stamp its future fate; 
'< Tempers dissimilar they needs must blend^ 
<< While all the lover slides into the friend* . 
*< Visions of ecstasy now disappear, 
^ And truth, ungarnish'd truth, salutes the ear ; 
<< Yet one short year in perfect concord past» 
^' Insures a peaceful union to the last* 

<< A due submission to your lord's desire 
** Should ev'ry thought and ev'ry wish inspire ; 
<< At home, abroad, where'er she bends her way, 
<* The honour of a wife is to obey. 
<< His feelings and his taste familiar grown, 
'< Observe, and love will make them all your owns 
<< A transformation shall take place so true, 
<< That he will only see himself in you, 
" Improv'd in every virtue, ev'ry grace, 
'^ IVJth all the wonders of your \\\\t\^ Wi^ \ajt^ i 



^ 



POEMt. 19 

« His confidence unbounded thus obtaitv 
<< And in esteem a high ascendant gain ; 
<^ And on this base felicity secure, 
<< That to life's latest moment may endure» 

** In all domestic duties, walk by rule, 
« The wife who overiooks them is a fool, 
" Be to your servants firm and equal stillf 
<< And so with dignity your station fill. 
^ Compare your income fiiirly with expense, 
^ Nor go beyond it, on whatever pretence ; 
^ And with discretion all your business plan^ 
<* This is the way to please an honest man, 
<< And keep him yours, when youthful days are 

o*er, 
^ And beauty has the pow'r to charm no more. 

*< If you are honoured with a parent's name> 
^ Perform the office without fear or blame ; 
« New trials» and new cares, will now arise, 
<' But all a woman's strength in virtue lies ; 
<< O'er your own passions exercise control, 
<* To bless the lovely darling of your soul ; 
<< Though trite the maxim, keep it still in view, 
*' Your child will copy what he sees in you, 
<< And wise example an impression makes, 
<< No length of time, nor disl^Aice) «Nex ^^i^^^ 
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<< The seeds oC in&mj^of guilt, of tears» 
^< Are oftea planted in our earljr years, 
<^ The melancholy truth, O could I smother, 
<< Oft by the hand of an indulgent mother. 

« Fain would I see you, gentle friend of mine, 
^ The first and fairest of our i^cies shine ; 
<< Not ia the gftudy woHd's Ulusive ray, 
<< Where female Ysinty has full display. 
^ But ID the shades of sweet domestic ease, 
<< Where tan^ natmrc has the power to pleast ^* 
<< O, there may you excel, and still approve 
<< Yourself deserting of a husband's love.** 

Sophia's letter in the mail appears. 
Folded with caution, moiaten'd l^ her tears ; 
Affection disappointed, matchless pain, 
Has lorc'd her gentle spirit to complain : 
That Judgment on its merits may decide. 
Imagination will a part transcribe. 
<< Why did the dear delusion fleet away, 
<< And all the sad reality display, 
<< That where my bosom could repose alone, 
<^ Was cold as ice, unfeeling as a stone ? 
<< Why's sensibility to woman given ? 
<* Is constancy the curse impos'd by heaven ? 
^ Why on the wings of pride indignant home, 
^^Can she not meet incUfference VvxVv %cactkX 
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" Ungen'rous being, in an evil hotiTi 
<^ I put my all of pleasure in his pow'r, 
<< Then what is man, in all his boasted love, 
<< If in three little months he faithless prove, 
*' Consigning o'er to misery so deep, 
<* A creature who for him does pray and weep ! 
<^ And at whose feet such rapture he expressed, 
<< Vowing, of all her sex, she was the best. 
<^ Conflicting passions are the bane of life, 
^ O, could my soul forego the painful strife, 
*^ And with a meek submission learn to bear 
^ The loss of aU that made existence dear. 

« When shall my foot have rest, where shall I find 
" True consolation for the wounded mind ? 
« Time's soft'ning touch may fiercest griefs allay, 
" And waste the mental agony away ; 
" *Tis thine, devotion, ever to succeed, 
•* And help the wretched in their utmost need ; 
" Thine is the medicine that cures all pain, 
^ And cools the fever in the burning brain, 
« And joy, for sorrow, graciously imparts, 
** Thine is the cordial of forsaken hearts : 
<* In thee I hope, to thee I cast mine eyes, 
" Then haste, O lead me to thy native skies." 

Thus seeks the fair unton\3Ltvti\e^T^\^^^ 
And to a chosen friend reveaU Yiet ^r«.^> 
c 2 
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How ill requited her unspotted truthf 
AbandonM hf the husband of her yottthf 
For ever doom'd in sditode ti> mour% 
The loss of joys that never can return* 

The men of business have thdr letters here^ 
In which the soul of traffic does appear ; 
Some strive to over>reM:;h| or get the start 
Of fellow dealers, in «he world's wide mart* 
Others are libera^ homanei and just» 
Above temptation, and deserving trust ; 
To charitjT alive, in honour bright, 
And on society diffusing light» ^ - 
Where'er he travel» or howe'er he stand, 
An upiight merchant will respect command» 
And commerce fiourbh, with its sails unfttri'd 
Dispensing joy and plenty o'er the world. 
These choice epistles, folded up with art. 
And ImUs, well fitted to their inmost part. 
Fancy beholds, with eager doubting eyes, 
If in her province, such disclosure lies. 
The style laconic, the expression plain, 
Yet, what a classic scholar would disdain^ 
No word redundant, no superfl'ous sense. 
All, all, is prompted by the love of pence ; 
No idle pronoun on the page is seen, 
Jioudne of bus'ness is a dull machine. 
If emote from genius, and averse lo ^\x\l^^ I 

It suitB the drudgery of cowimou Vv![c% 
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These nmplt letters, wkhwime thouModsmore, 
Which Fwncy et her lebare nay ezpbre ; 
But for this safe CDnTeysncci hid heen lost. 
Then leant to set a Tslue en the post. 
AUhovgh the price is rais'd, in theae dark times 
Of Europe's visitation, for her crimes ; 
And though the pence we all reluctant give. 
Without intelligence, praj who would live } 
In peaceful ignorance we might repose. 
Just pay our to j?e«, and enjoy cmrhrotei 
Our rights and liberty would then be sold, 
By venal rulers, e'er the tale were told ; 
Nor should we, as at present, ever ieel 
A lively kit'rest in the public weal. 
But §ar the post, (he jubilee's sweet sound 
Had «ever travelled upon Scottish ground ; 
The royal charity, io Britons dear*^ 
At such a distance, ne'er had blest our ear ; 
Nor had the vnlgai*, with their heads d corky 
So freely sported with the Duke of Yorkt ; 
While men sedate beheld, with secret grief. 
The sad example of a nation's chie& ■ 

Friendship, in all its purity, may^ boast^ 
Of countless obligations to the post. 

• Two thousand pounds sterling bestovred <swk Vjji.^ 
poor, by George III, on the occasVoTvo^VviV^^^* 
f The r/;?g>raceful business oCMt^, CVtt^Lfc* 
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Survey the cottage, and survey the throne» 
The owners live not for themselves alone; 
All have a certain something to reveal, 
A kindred spirit that for them does feel» 
One chosen bosom, where they can repose 
Their every thought, and pour their inmost woe 

Though distance great di?idq my friend and n 
Now separated far, by earth and sea ; 
Together we converse, and freely tell 
The good we hope for, or what ill befel. 
What is our state of health, our looks,- our age 
Or, still of more import, what fashions rage. 
How chang'd the world, how different it stood, 
When we were young, and ev*ry thing.was goo( 
The books that still delight us, or the men> 
With other sage remarks ; all from our pen 
This vehicle conveys, with eager speed, 
Swift as we write, or swifter, as we read. 
To others this were vapid, dull, and vain. 
Yet oft we kiss, and eye it o'er again : 
For trifles sanctifi'd by love, impart 
Unfeigned pleasure jto the human heart 
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Lmes TO A SON. 

TO please B17 bacj^ asd bcsguile the tmiey 
For once I'll try to give advice in liqrttie» 
M7 only child) reject a mother'a pnqrV» 
Her anxious watdunga, and imceaaing care^ 
Gladden bcr aoiiif who o'er yoar cmdle inuig» 
And bless'd the rauaic <tf your infint tm^^y 
Who your ioiproTemeet «ver hai in ntWf 
And only now cxiats to Mre in jM^ 
Braving the rigour of a wayward fiiCe ; 
Thou stay and coiiifert of her wklow'd state. 
With calm attention listen to her voice. 
And let the path of virtue be your choice. 

May truth Ibr ever in your soul preside. 
Inspire your thoughts, and all your actions guide. 
Hypocrisy detest, lis but the art 
To hide a wicked and a worthless heart 
In all your conduct, open still, and free, 
For ever be what you appear to be ; 
Mild and benevolent, severe to none ; 
Observing &iling8 but to mend your own. 

From ev'ry puerile, low pursuit, abstain, 
And o'er your passions the a^cei^^AxiX ^icffi^ 
Hard is the task, and painfuWy «eNexe^ 
-*^"* he who conquers has no more x.o i^^x. 
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Here rule despotic, as your spirit can. 
Maintaining still your sway, on reason's plan. 
However some may boast of pow'r or pelf. 
No m^n is free, till master of himself; 
The humble slave who, spent with labour, pmes 
Amid the noxious horror of the mines. 
Who nor inhales the fragrant breeze of spring. 
Nor hears the warblers of the woodland sing. 
Nor feels the sun's invigorating ray, 
Nor greets his fellow in the face of day, 
But his poor shattered nerves must still employ 
In quest of treasure he shall ne'er enjoy ; 
If blest with self-command, he's greater far, 
Than the proud tjrrant, in his lofty car, 
While thousands bow obsequious at his nod, 
Flatter his crimes, and call the fool a god. 
True self-possession is a gift so rare. 
No man obtains it, but with toil and care ; 
Yet, all exertion difficult and hard 
Confers a great proportionate reward. 
And he who rules at home secure may rest, 
Nor shall extrinsic ills his soul molest ; 
By wise appointment, in life's little span. 
Our virtue and our happiness are one. 
Who would dissever these, you well may know. 
Is to his Maker and himself a foe. 
JVb stoicaJ indifference we are taught, 
TAe gospel with beneficence is tt^vi^x. \ 
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Only requiring, that our motives bend 
Towards an honest and delightful end. 

If inward purity you would maintain} 
Imagination's airy flights restrain} 
And all the magic of her charms employ. 
In what reflection may esteem a joy. 
When she obedient waited Virtue's call} 
In bow'rs of Paradise, before the fall. 
By her the arch deceiver struck his blow*. 
And laid the glories of creation low. 
Then cautious, we, in this degen'rate stage 
Of human life, the world's declining age, 
Should mark her wand'rings with a jealous care, 
And in her vivid moments dread a snare. 
For if corrupted, soon she will impart 
A foul pollution to the purest heart. 

To vice and folly ever show reserve. 
Thankful if care your innocence preserve. 
The first approaches of temptation shun, 
For if you tamper sure you are undone. 
The best of things perverted are most vile, 
Man's highest danger is a woman's smile ; 
Then fly the siren's path, while you have breath, 
'T would lead directly to the shades of death, 

• Tfie Inimitable Milton deftct\\>ea ^%\»sv *.% ^<^ '*^* 
dressing Ere through the med\uvu oi Yi^i \T«v^«^vsa»Ss>^* 
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The cloudless morning hours of youth oVrcasty 
And all your hopes of future glory blast ; 
Trust not the angel glance, and bear in mind 
It is the poison that destroys mankind» 
And sensibility and honour tears, 
And the pure taste that female worth endears^ 

The Hebrew stripling from hb femf'ly torn, 
A prisoner, to a land of strangers borne ; 
Without a father's vmce his steps to guard, 
All inexperienced and unprepar^d^ 
Assaird by Satan in the feirest guise, 
To burst asunder honour's sacred ties; 
And the allurement so disposed with art. 
To gain possession of a youthful h^art, 
Desire and beauty might compliance win. 
And dark oblivion o'ershade the un^ 
And female interest his condition raise, 
Cheering the loneness of a daptive's days. 
True virtue is supreme in ev^ry state : 
He did not hesitate, or long debate^ 
But scorn'd the roalico of a guilty soul, 
Where all malignant passions held control, 
Preferring the deep dungeon's drear abode, 
To the displeasure of a righteous God, 
Who saw the sacrifice^ approved its worth. 
And soon in mercy brought his servant forth. 

To social /iitercourse for ever pYowe^ 
^oi^t/2 would not willingly proceed -Aowe . 
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I inly love the^mani who has a heart 

To taste the bless true friendship does impart ; 

Yety in your choice» to feeling do not trust. 

Some share of judgment exercise you musti 

Lest cruel disappointment you may bear» 

For common injuries are daggers here. 

Delightful friendship gives the zest of life. 

Ah» the sweet interchangei endearing stiifef 

When kindred bosoms with ambition swelli 

In goodness and affecdon to excel ; 

While thought spontaneous flies from soul to 

soul. 
And the full eye cannot express the whole. 
This joy of joys, is what I prize the mostf 
Can I forget the hour when it was lost ? 
Ah ! nO| until my heart shall cease to belit, 
Or memory disordered leave her seat. 

The bare idea of vile envy smother» 
View ev'ry good man as a friend and brother» 
Your approbation honestly express : 
Nof e'er ibrsake a kinsman in distress ; 
Whate'er his fisults or situadon be» 
Extend the healing balm of sympathy. 
And when on poverty's cold floor you tread» 
*Tis no disgrace compassion's tear to shed, 
Tis no disgrace the wretched to t^Vlch^^ 
Aad ahMfc the agony of such a's igtvvi^% 
D 
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Despise the selfish man's unfeeling scorn, 
And be a comforter to those that mourn. 

And, as, you journey in the world's career, 
Ever remember your Creator's fear, 
Oh, still believe that his unerring eye. 
Fathoms the thoughts that in your bosom lie, 
And of your conduct takes a full account : 
Of human jvirtue, what is the amount ? 
When the full aggregate is weighM with care, 
*Tis mix'd, 'tis nought, it vanishes in air. 
O, let a portion of your time^'be given 
To humble pray'r, hold intercourse with heaven ; 
This will the vehemence of youth allay, 
And guide you safe through life's tempest'ous 

day. 
Ask those who long in Wisdom's ways have trod; 
If it be happiness to walk with God I 
Felicity, unmingled with alloy. 
Still does the saint in every state enjoy ; 
Should earth and hell to try his soul combine, 
He looks to him, who form'd the great design. 
And, with a &dth divine, and steady trust. 
Receives assistance, for his God is just, 
Now arm'd with patience, all their rage defies, 
And views his bene&ctor ever wise* 

The Sabbath^ tranquil *pace, ttkVw^^wSiSB^^ 
Greatly to bless and hunisixiize mwcMo^ 
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Observe} on mild devotion's sober plan, 

As suits a christian and becomes a man* 

To public worship still in time resort) 

Nor mind the sceptic's jeer, or witling's sport. 

Along the surface of descending time. 

The truly wise of ev*ry age and clime, 

The more familiar with nature's laws, 

Have still reverted to a gr^at First Cause, 

With humble confidence, low in the dust» 

Thej bow'd before a Being wise and just. 

In this fair land, permit me but to name, 

A Boyle, a If ewton, of immortal fame ; 

Trust such examples, and with meekness learn 

The worth of Revelation to discern ; 

Had it been fabulous, although complete. 

Their minds had soon detected all the cheait. 

Truth to felicity directs the road, 

While error leads to misery's abode. 

Fly infidelity's debasing school. 

And make the Scriptures an unceadng rule ; 

Yet, ere to any tenet faith you lend. 

Consider well its nature and its end ; 

Still let a rational belief be given, 

All else is worthless in the eye of Heaven. 

Then keep the active virtues all alivey 
And with your comrades in iTO^tONtTCLCcX ^Vtv*^* 
Vice aad impiety ne'er date lo n^ffi^ % 
TAe bJuab of modeaty, the feat riE laascKi^*» 
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Long, long may these possess your heart and 

cheeky 
And spotless inward purity bespeak* 
O) could maternal sympathy excite 
In you a love of books, 'twould give delight| 
And on your ardent soul instruction pour» 
And banish languor from the vacant hour» 
Your highest pleasures independent make, 
And give resource that fortune cannot take. 
Whether in sickness or in blooming healthi 
In every station, poverty or wealth, 
Readmg presents us with a feast sublime. 
Round which the sister graces all entwine : 
And could you only taste historic lore. 
Or souxxi philosophy's exhaustless store, 
Or poesy's divinely pleasing art. 
That charms the fancy while it mends the heart. 
Or sacred piety's celestial page, 
Solace of human life in every stage, 
'Twould soon withdraw you from each vain de* 

sire, 
And kindle in your breast seraphic fire. 

To no excess in your exterior run. 
And the deportment of a coxcomb shun ; 
In dress and manners ever neat and plain, 
SdJl with Bociety your part sustain. 
Endeavour to possess the ptudetit ^t«c«^ 
TAat suits itself to every time wadiE^wie> 
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Genteel compliancei unaffected ease. 
The very pleasure of your soul to please. 
Whate'er of genius or of art you try, 
For ever keep perfection in your eye ; 
For, let us wander the creation o'er. 
What but attempts to creep can never soar. 

0| youth is pleasant as the opening day^ 
Nor want nor melancholy cloud your way ; 
With innocence and joy straight onward movCf 
Heaven will bless where conscience does approvQ» 
A widow's aspiration may prevail} 
In sterling! manly worth you shall not &il ; 
Then Fortune grant her favours or withhold^ 
And mankind still respect me or look cold, 
Pleas'd with your virtues I will rest content^ 
And think my labour and my time well spent. 

And when far hence you close a parent's eyes. 
May no emotions in your spirit rise» 
Save what from nature and affection flow ; 
Ah, may you never taste the gall of woei 
No duty unperformed, no guilty fear, 
O may you never shed one bitter tear ; 
But when, by tender recollection led. 
In silence you af^roach her lowly bed, 
May consolation to your thougUv&V^^N^Ti^^ 
By the tnuosporting hope» to fQ!^<^\ V^Vi»^^»^^"^" 
D 2 
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A FAREWELL TO SCOTLAND. 

O SCOTIA, my native land, 
I never shall behold thee more ; 
By dire necessity impelledi 
I hie me to a foreign shore, 
A shore where peace and pl,enty reign, 
Where freedom does her vigils keep. 
Yet on tliat shore full many a time, 
Shall I remember thee and weep. 
In thee my friends and kindred dwell, 
The ashes of my fathers rest. 
In thee I spent life's morning hours, 
No wonder if I love thee best. 
Reflecting on the scenes of youth^ 
That gsdly in thy bosom pass'd. 
Before adversity's rough winds 
CoDspir'd my early hopes to blast* 

then, I felt, nor wapt, nor care, 
When ranging o'er thy moors and fells. 
With spirits buoyant as the air, 

1 us'd to pluck the heather l^lls, 
Or, seated by a hedge of thorn, 
I'd cull the rushes M so green, 
To decorate my flowing hair, 

'^ndjras as happy 9fi a queeD. 
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When rising cheerful with the dawn, 

I'd gather gowans on the lea. 

And listen to the lavrock's song, 

The sweetest of sweet melody ; 

Or saunter o'er the furrow'd glebe, 

While the bly the ploughman cast the grain, 

Supplied him by his favour'd lass, 

The cause of all his care and pain. 

Health and contentment were hb own. 

And tender friendship he might boast ; 

No dark ambition fir'd his soul. 

No fortune gone, no honour lost« 

His wish was to perform his task, 

And read true love in Jenny's e'e ; 

Her shining in a braw new gown, 

At fsdr, or sacrament to see. 

When day declin'd, and twilight fine 

Its tender melancholy brought, 

I paid my tribute to the muse. 

In all the luxury of thought. 

Oh, then it was a time of bliss, 

Of perfect bliss, without alloy ; 

For nature spread her fidrest charms, 

And I had feelbg to enjoy. 

Thy Sabbath, O it was a day 
So pure, so tranquil, and so sweet \ 
How bappy in the house of Gq&) 
J as*d my dearest friends \o g^fttX* 
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United all, in thought sincere, 
Creation's Author to. adore, 
Grateful to celebrate his praise, 
And our unworthiness deplore. 
To hear instruction from his lips, 
Who knew the honest preacher's art, 
To trace the wand'rer's devious way. 
And pour conviction on the heart ; 
Arrest the thoughtless, and the young, 
Hypocrisy's vile mask. to tear ; 
Display the law on. Sinai given. 
And make the disobedient fear. 
While to the truly humble soul, 
He breath'd benignity and peace, 
Applied the sacred balm of heaven, 
Which made despair, and sorrow cease. 
Oft have I seen the holy man, 
Visit afBiction's lonely cot, 
To sooth the miseries of those 
The world neglected, and forgot. 
Like consolation would he give. 
As pitying angels softly sh^d. 
When they, unseei), descend from heaven. 
To bless the dying christian's bed*. 

^ This 18 no exaggeration of fancy, but a just desc 

tion of what I have often seen. In Scotland, the clc 

Mv, perhaps, the most enlightened and respectable j 

of the community, and, gcneraWy s^«L\ati^,wxwvc 

p/e ar Mil that is ftmiable and prwsft wot^Sa^. T\x^^ 
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O ! ScoUa, such the chosen men. 
Who in thy land resplendent shine; 
Fit guardians of thy moral truth. 
No church did ever equal thbe. 

How soon the hours of pleasure fled» 
My country and myself I mourn ; 
And hover o'er departed joys. 
That never, never can return. 
Yety fondly cherish'd, doubly dear, 
Nowy on the woiid's wide ocean driven. 
With no belov'd companion near. 
And no resource, save hope and heaven ; 
My soul reverts to former bliss, 
As flies the miser to his store, 
And feasts on her enjoyments past, 
So precious, for they are no more. 
And still, my much lovM native land, 
Unto my heart I will thee bind ; 
For thy btrinsic, matchless worth. 
And for the friends I left belund. 

does not alto{^er conuBt in the ministrations of the 
sabbath : they visit the sick, comfort the afBitttd, and 
become personally acqiudnted with all their flock ; 
sympathizing with, and entering irito the wants and 
wishes of every indindual. Like their Divine Msjitoc^ 
ihey are conUauallj employed Vxi dio»^^ ^g;^^* 
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In education of thy yoothy 
O ! say» who][inay with thee compare ? 
In spotless piety and truth, 
Was ever nation, half so fair ? 
Thy sons so faithful, and so brave, 
In enterprize far fam'd, they roam ; 
Thy lovely daughters, wise and meek. 
To rear such sons, remain at home. 
A France may boast of her Voltwe» 
England, an Johnson may presume ; 
But say, where will they find a pair, 
To match with Robertson and Huhie ? 
Thy Reid, the friend of common sense, 
Thy Smith, whose comprehensive mind 
Perfbrm'd a vast Herculean task. 
To bless and edify mankind. 
Thy poets too, while taste remains. 
Can never, never be forgot ; 
Genius shall kindle at the name 
Of Burns, of CKmpbell, and of Scott. 
Just to enumerate» of thine, 
Who have in arts and science shone, 
Would. &r exceed my humble page, 
And massy volumef fill alone. 
» *' 

Though small thy compass, rude thy cliiKie, 
With honest rapture oft I trace, 
-ffonr worth and Hld\t» stiU comVAxve^ 
^Ahla thy little oarrow apace ; 
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And spite of dull oppresuon's loadi 

Diffuse thy radiance afar ; 

In estimation, O ! how greati 

Of literature, the polar star. 

Is a there a path where honour guides. 

And virtue sanctions as its own ? 

Is there a field where fiune presides» 

On which thy children have not shone i 

Thy poverty, the witling's scorn. 

Of genius stimulates the growth ; 

Awakes to energy divine, 

Repelling all the bane of sloth* 

The silken couch, the iv'ry bed. 

And all that lux'ry can bestow. 

Enervates the possessor's mind. 

And oft implants the seeds of woe* 

Thy straw-built cot, thy heath-crown'd hill, 

Thy wilds, to strangers so forlorn ; 

Perchance they boast some hero's birth, 

Rock'd in the cradle of the storm. 

So long as patriots have place 

In history's delightful page. 

So long thy Wallace shall appear 

The pride and glory of his age. 

And who have England's battles fought I 

And who have England's trophies gain'd ? 

And what has England's mighty ^yi'\^ 

Jn either /lemisphere maanliaiC^I 
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She ne'er had been as now she is, 
The lofty mistress of the sea. 
Without the firm united strength 
Of injured Erin and of thee. 

Hast thou a son to feeling lost, 
Stranger to honour and to shame, 
Who spams the spot that gave him birth. 
And speaks irrev'rent of thy name ? 
Degenerate wretch, oblivion's shadea 
Of deepest hue shall be his doom. 
Nor child, nor widow, ever shed 
The tear of sorrow on his tomb. 
O Scotland, I could talk of thee. 
The live-long day, and never tire. 
The fond remembrance of thy worth. 
Shall ev'ry gen'rous thought inspire. 
And when in sleep my eyes I close. 
And fancy all creative teems. 
Whatever distance interpose, 
My soul shall visit thee in dreams, 
Where'er I turn my weary feet, 

^Howe'er dejected and forlorn. 
It will a tender joy impart. 
That I in Scotia was bom. 
When this vain world recedes from me, 

Aad the dark hour of death is nigh, 
-^ country, how I'll think o£ tbee, 
And bless thee in my latest si^Vv. 



Comfio$ed wHUe Irving in a retired coufaty 
eituation, 

DULL solitude* witkn my fao^se, 
I fear the rustling of a mouse ; 
And dear departed friends bemoaif» 
Yet still, O stiUi k is a home. 

Cease* discontent, for ever cease, 
And hush thy growlings all to peace ; 
How many beg their bread alone* 
Without the shelter of « horned 

£v'n now, I see the sky o'ercast* 
And hear the pelting bitter blast x 
My heart is not reduced to stone* 
It pities those who have no home. 

While Fancy* with Kef magic spell* 
On tales of sorrow loves to dwell* 
Depicting those who devious roam* 
Far distant from their native home. 

How some* to fairest pTOspee\«>QMaim^ 
Have perished in affliction*» «XQttcv> 
E 
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Or wander o'er the world forlorn^ 
Yet wedded to the joys of home. 

Others, forsaking virtue's road» 
Have left a parent's pure abode. 
Without one feeling to atone. 
Or sooth thetn for the want of home. . 

How honest mra, by pow'r oppressed, 
Have found no place whereon to rest ; 
While vice triumphantly has shone, 
So splendid in a regal home. 

How despotism's iron grip^ 
Does all the social pleasures nip, 
A sidgle tyrant's will alone 
May banish myriads from home. 

Desire of fame has thousands led. 
The earth's remotest bounds to trace, 
So lavish of life's scanty loan. 
They never reach a friendly home* 

Traversing Lybia's sultry plain, 
Where heat and thirst incessant reign, 
The traveller, his spirit gone. 
Bethinks him of bis long-lost home. 



/ 
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Blest shade of Park, to thee I pay. 
The grateful tribute of mj lay. 
In fortitude surpassed by none, 
Thou ne'er again beheldst thy home. 

While o'er thy memory I weep, 
Lost to thy friends, in death's cold sleep 
Thou li'st, perchance, without a stone, 
To mark thy little narrow home* 

For science man explores the globe, 
With all the patience of a Job, 
Till health, and youth, and vigour, gone, 
He looks despairingly at home. 

For interest, some will cheat, and toil, 
Far distant from their native soil. 
Their hearts, each upright feeling gone. 
Yet gladden at the thoughts of home. 

They too prefigure, e'er life's close, 
In peace and plenty to repose, 
Forgetful how the just alone 
Enjoy the luxury of home. 

The labourer, from day to day. 
With pleasure sees the light dftca:^^ 
His stickB coJ/ected, bindu lYietn oii> 
T^ wMrm and cheer his BlmpVeYxoxcie^ 



Met by hi^ duMrei)} clean and iialei 
His wife presents ihe «av'rjr meal ; 
His joy is full, he enaries none, 
Bless'd with the partners of his home. 

Their pray'rs now to Heayen addressed» 
Fatigu'd, they soon retire to rest : 
Let vice a^ imaenjr begoney 
Nor dare to enter such a home* 

To ill-r^uit^ love a prejp, 
Some o'er the world dejected stnqri 
Sighing, ^11 sense of comfort gone. 
Again to find it, far from home. 

Vain hope, no distance may coetroul ' 
The tender anguish of the soul^ 
^ It fixes on the best alone, 

Nor leaves, till He»ren Uk their home. 

A few^ on foreign follies bent, 
As if our own might not cootent. 
Engage some literary drone 
To lead a hopeful heir from home. 

Some with a restless spirit cura'd». 
And In the lap of plenty nursed) 
Baradngf impetuous they roam. 
Without a purpo&e9 or a borne. 
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The sailor, bounding o'er the deep. 
In all his dreams, awake, asleep, 
Hardship, or danger, fears he none, 
Delighted with the thoughts of home. 

In winter night, it is his watch. 
Nor slumber may he dare to snatch, 
Yet Anna loves, his cares are gone. 
All swallow'd in his charming home. 

Agsdn he feels her parting ughs, 
And sees her streaming dark-blue eyes, 
Then whispers, in a melting tone^ 
No longer he'll desert his home. 

The soldier, marching, or in camp, 
For sufferings still his movements stamp, 
While eagerly he picks his bonci 
Say, does he not remember home ? 

Yes, he reviews the well-thatch'd roo^ 
The warm fireside, so clean and smooth. 
The simple ornaments that shone 
In his belov'd paternal home. 

His aged mother's cruel care, 
That did his youthful soul ensn^te> 
And by indulgence led him oik 
To Jose hia liberty and hom^ 

B 2 
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His course iH»w begins to fiuit» 
Glory, it is an en^pty shadoy 
How glad to be unseen, alonf y 
He knows the value of a home. 

'Mong travellers, of ev'iy race, 
Howard deserves the highest place^ 
Remote from woe, he heard the groan^ 
And for the wretched left his home. 

Braving all danger ^d distress, 
Explored ^be dungeonHi deep recess i 
Where Sol's pure light had never shone» 
Despair's abode, it was no home. 

Yes, Howacd might con&URd a host, 
While M^rapt in selfishness xkey boast ; 
His merits would for thee atonr, 
O I England, were thy victue gone. 

And, wanderer, if thou art led, 
To gaze upon his clayrcold bed» 
Recal liis deeds, they, stand alone. 
And bear a blessing to thy home. 

'Tis one of nature's cbosea ties, 
TAat hid in ev'ry bosom lies^ 
And binds, when other tiesar« ^qsAv 
^^e dear, the coostantf love oi \^i33Sit% 
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One booQ pt Hf»f en I daily cm?»» 
My native spot» my fiuher's grave. 
To rest, beneath the self same stonei 
Witb lundred dust, in my last home^ 



ON YISITINO THE VAMSLY TOMB» 

Where the askea qfa beloved aUterweredefio^Ued*. 

THIS is the hour when Melancholy reigns^ 
And Wisdom's sober voice attention gains, 
And selfish earth-bom Care is laid to sleep, 
While o'er a sister's grave unseen I weep ; 
Recal the moments we together pass'd, 
And the eternal parting ol the last. 

'Twas then ahe breath'd her wishes in my ear^ 
A mother's darling name, so truly dear, 
A husband's love, to see him doubly blest. 
What female soul the prospect could resist % 
In shame, or pity. Fate concealed his dart. 
Nor by anticipation pierc'd the heart : 
Her sky serene, unclouded was her day. 
Nor did the whirlwind, or the storm betray» 

•Her death wte sodden snd tii««^««X«A.\^^a^^** 
*Cf in perfect bmmith ^ f^^f ^«^^t^^ V i^SMft^ 
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She fell, in all b^r glory, all her pride, 
Two little years since she became a bride. 
Her genius, and her worth, 'twere vain to teH» 
We liv'd in friendship, and I knew them well. 
A strong similitude of mental pow'rs. 
And ties, more intimate than blood, were ours : 
This makes the dagger's point so sharp and keen, 
No passive acquiescence steps between ; 
'Tis passion all, and dark rebellious rage, 
Why was Maria hurried from the stage ? 
So fair and blushing, as the purple mom, 
Sweet as the rose-bud, and without a thom^ 
Truth in her soul, expression in her eye, 
Soft as angelic whisper was her sigh, 
A form so perfect, and a mind so pure, 
The wound is mortal, nor admits a cure. 
To see the wretched husband, who has lost 
Whatever man could prize, or woman boast ; 
O ! Heaven, mould his spirit to thy will, 
And all the pvrpose of thy grace fulfiL 

The dread seclusion of this sacred spot, 
Where beauty's poor remains neglected rot ; 
O'ershaded by the gloom of neighbouring trees, 
The hollow murmur of the western breeze, 
The ivy, creeping o'er the moss-grown stone, 
That Jong has shelter'd many a kindred bone : 
■AIi*I how in unison with tendex vioe^ 
^/7</ the iababitmtB that ft\ee]^b^\oiT»^ 
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The glossy black-bird here, by instinct led, 
Secure, in the proteqlipo of the dead, 
All unmolested, rears her helpless young, 
Jijod o'^ tbe proBtnutie clay are requiems sung. 



Mr. S. thfi ku»h9n4 abovd^menimnedy only «vr- 
vived his wife, one yeau The foUowmg ^^'■^ 
n»crc wri^ttu Jrom immediate fccUng fm Mia dc^. 
eease, 

AND hast t^ also quit the painful strifiB» 
And paid humanity^a fuU dsbt to Ufe ? 
No weeds of wof 9 DO mouroipg ri)aU ^ppitarf 
For thou waM dead to joyj thia bng* long, year. 
And now shalt rest, where oft remembrance led^ 
Beside Maria, in her play -cold bed. 
Thy gen'rous soi}l, to love ao truly gtven. 
It has rejoin'd her in the bliss of heaven. 
In evening's hour, by twilight's soothing gloomi 
My feet shall wander to the silent tomb, 
And there, by memory's reQeeted light, 
A sbter's angel foroi shall blest my sight s 
And thou shalt guid^ me still, thy ashes teach 
More useful leatfinif than divines can preach* 
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LINES 

Composed after the loaa of an amiable mother 
for eighteen months firevious to her dealt 
rendered heirless and sfieechleea by fialsy, 

NOW she is numbered with the dead; 
Her modest humble spirit's fled. 
And weak and friendless left me here, 
Well maf I shed the bitter tear. 

Still Memory records the ways, 
She practis'd in my infant days. 
While she my soul to truth did rear. 
And taught me how the Lord to fear. 

I think I see her, many a day 
As she retir'd with me to pray ; 
The recollection, O I how dear, 
Although I shed the bitter tear. 

Well I remember the abode 
Where she committed me to God, 
With much anxiety and fear, 
And how she shed the parting tear. . 

When leti a widow, all alow, 
-^gnia with her I sought a borne \ 



O, then.to have a friend so near> 
It serv'd to dry affliction's tear. 

Her virtues never spake aloud; 
Desirous to attract the crowd. 
Yet oft the indigent did cheer : 
Well may they shed the bitter tear* 

Her hope divinei and saving £dth| 
The step so sure in honour's path; 
To feel my loss, can I forbear ? 
Or were it worth to shed no tear ? 

When dire disease prevailed at last. 
The i4gour of her nerves to blast. 
With what submission did she bear ? 
For her's was resignation's tear. 

What sympathy her looks did teach> 
How eloquent the want of speech : 
When I her wishes could not hear^ 
O, then I shed the bitter tear. 

Until the time when, free from pain. 
We shall in heaven meet again. 
Her image in my heart I'll wear, 
Although I shed the bitter tear. 
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Oft» when in aleiep t^f ffjrcf» «vd tl^% 
And sorrow for » while refMsT^ 
Her gentle spirit hovers near, 
Directing how mf course to Mtt* 

Enraptur'd nowS I JMtt htt Voie^ 
Her admonition is my clmctff 
It sounds so sweet in fancy's ear, 
And even brings a. joyM tt»4 

Yet, soon realities refttrti, 
I wake, and still a mothcMiKmrfi; 
And cruel disappointment bear, 
O, then I sfted the bitter tear. 



LINES 

Written undet $he fir^Hwte qf eever^ offK^ 

DIVINE Religions electa my thottghM 
Above the changes of this weary world ; 
Where all Is^ vafii^ distrafctioii, vioe. 
Save that which thou haisc dbigA^d to: daH th 
own. 

Although Adversity has rudeVy Xottw 
JSkcIi darling comfort from, va^ ioxA ^xdJbww^' 
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Leaving me nothbgbut remembrance keen 
Of promis'd pleasures, to imbitter life, ' J^\ "^^ 
And sting the soul in her most fe&Udg pi qfcty ' 
Why do I wander o'er a scene of woe ? .^P^ • 
Whf dweU upon the present, or the paietr \ 
And cling to what has puhi*d cv'ry joy, 
Since better prospects open to my vilBw>; 
Prospects: more hhr than Edisn's verdant bloocA, 
Than poet sung or prophecy fiatetold I 

Yes, Piety, 'tis thine to cheer the soul, 
And chase the troubTd gloom of care away. 
As vapours vanish at the. rising sun. 
Tis thine to animate the gen'rous thought, 
Direct the passions to their proper aim,. 
And Virtue's sanctifying light diffuse. 
O, for thy^ aid to guide my weary steps, 
Through this drear waste, thb melancholy vale 
Of gloomy sorrow and heart-rending pain. 
Ealiven'd by thy energy divine. 
Onward I'll press, in resolution firm ; 
Nor sidelong turn to pull yon gaudy flow'rs. 
In Folly's garden that luxuriant spring, 
To fascinate the eye of heedless man. 
Nor sigh to quench my thirst» or bathe my limbs 
In yon pellucid, though empoison'd stream,. 
But seek my chiefest good, nay hi^b^%V.^vA^ 
Humbly to hy me at the £eet olTv^>Xv> 
F 
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Dounce myself, and gladly follow hidi 
^liv'dy and died, the Saviour of mankind. 
t be his mercy, soon the scene shall shUI 
artain drop, and sorrow disappear. 
Then with the friend on whom I doated here^ 
And all the wise of ev*ry age and race, 
Cuird by the hand of High Omnipotence^ 
The whole collected family of Hearen, 
To share sweet converse, wonder and adortf 
Contemplate nature's universal plan. 
Peruse the sacred book of Provideace, 
Or dearer stilly of kind redeeming love ; 
for ever to behold our Father's face, 
ibijoy his gracious smile, is happiness 
Beyond the &rthest verge of human thought 

Begone, the dirty trash of sordid earth» 
With all theduU stupidity of sense ! 
A theme like this would make a stoic feelf 
And light the coldest breast into a flame. 
It is not phrenzy, no, it fixes here. 
Improving all my finer, nobler pow'rSf 
O, had I language to express my thought!) 
And pour my soul in ecstacy of joy» 
Of holy gratitude and love to Him 
Who made me all I am, and bade me hopt 
Ibr bliss immortal in a better world, 
JVbr shall I hope in vain, bis "wot^ Vs «wte^ 
^bore comparison divinely ww^e^ 
-^idonly to be ineaaurM by V&iix%^\^« 
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UNE8 

Comfrokedin the interval qfan intermitting /ever» 

RELIEVED from uckness and from painy 
TAj faculties restored again ; 
O9 could I gratitude ^xpress^ 
And all a father's love confess. 

My harp is broken and unstrung, 
Teeble the accents of my tongue ; 
But| O my God, it is thy part . 
To see the naked human heart. 

Thou gaT'st me life, and on a spot 
Where thy great name is ne'er forgot, 
Where virtue reigns, and, Lord, where youth 
Is reared to honour and to truth* 

Thou gav'st me parents, to protect» 
On them with pleasure I reflect. 
And still their admonitions hear. 
So well adapted in thy fear. 

As the enchanting season came. 
When all the passions have lYieu ^tci^ 
jliK/p7easure,and the wct\d\m\f\f ^ 
What female vanity detar*d*« 
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Without experience to warn, 
While fortune spread her fairest charm. 
Thy Providence prescrv'd my way ; 
And kept roe, innocent, though gay. 

Bewildered in afflictioD's road, 
I felt thy mercy, O my God, 
And drank of stream* that never die, * 
Where health and strength and comfort Ue» 

Now to a land of strangers led» 
By thy exhaustfess bounty fed. 
This castigation I approve. 
And trust in thy paternal love. 

Stretch'd on a uck^bed, all forlom, 
So kind, thou sent'st an angel form}. 
Sweet consolation to bestow, 
To save my life and sooth my woe. 

Lord, let ray few remaining days, 
Be all devoted to thy praise, 
May no degrading sordid lust, 
Bury my intellect in dust. 

I The beautiful and amiable Mrs. H-*— JI. 
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And when this earthly scene shall dosei 
On thee, my €rod, I will repose, 
In calm submission yield my breath, < 
And view thy messenger, in death. 



LINES 

To a Clergyman^ in consequence qf kis iuaerting 
thai the Piety qf Woman is qfHttle avails being 
alfvaya the result of disappointment. 

IF disappointment, in life's thorny road, 
Recal the female spirit to its God; 
I challenge all your order to adduce 
Wherein afBiction has a nobler use ? 
How oft, when man is tempted to repine. 
He tries to dissipate his cares in wine ; 
Till in the vortex of low riot tost, 
His character and virtue both are lost ; 
And all his mental pow'rs in pieces torn : 
Perhaps a genius, that did life adorn ; 
Unworthy lingering, he retains his bMHu^h, 
Or, as a coward, meets untimely death. 

While woman, after many ^, n^^w^ ^vj> 
Jietirea ia secret, but to weep Mid v^^l> 



In silence meditates upon her grief, 
And only from her Maker hopes relief. 
Invigorated waits on duty's call) 
Patient of evil, she surmounts it all ; 
For her's is fortitude and faith combined, 
With all the graces that support the mind. 
She traces suffering to its proper source^ 
And piously maintains an even course ; 
Diffusing gladness on domestic life, 
Respected as a mother, and a wife ; 
Or if a widow, ^ it is heaven's will !" 
This can the tumult of the passions still. 
Oh, woman sighs not to be rich or great, 
But to discharge her trust in ev'ry state. 
Her love is lastingi and her friendship sure. 
To suffering and to death it will endure. 

This theme without reflection was begun, 
In pity to yourself, I pray have done, 
Or write your recantation, all so true. 
And humbly of my sex, for pardon sue. 



ON PARTAKING OF A HAGOIS, 

In the house of a worthy Scotch Clergyman^ qftet 
hearing him preach, 

A LECTURE in the true wx\>fimt, 
^Poaa subject BO ^vine; 
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A sermon sound, it is confess'd, 
And yet the Haggis was the best ; 
The very wale o' Scottish food, 
So fitly seasoned, and so good ; 
Unlike the trash of foreign lands ; 
And mix'd by Janet's lovely hands. 
I know not how, a tale began. 
That in its sides the water ran. 
We heard it a* wi* grief profound, 

! then to see it hale and sound ; 

1 own for joy it made me smile, 
And long to taste it a* the while. 
Nor were our expectations blasted, 
We ate as those that long had fasted. 
While in my breast a prayer sprung. 
Though it was neither said nor sung : 
That still in peace the house might live, 
And many a nobfe Haggis give ; 

And all that happiness enjoy, 

Which fortune's frown can ne'er destroy. 



OK THE DESTRUCTION OF A SWALLOW'S KEST, 

Which had been bvUt in a comer of my chamber 
window. 

THE fatal morning came t\i\\ ^ooxv^ 
Ah I bow unlike the moulVi o£ Ixxxie^ 
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When lo ! the unrelentu^stomii 
Did nature's smiling face deform ; 
As if to show a pow'r so vast, 
It was no transient summer blast. 
But stript the foliage from the tree, 
And ruin'd many a blooming pea. 
The lovely race of Flora laid. 
Prostrate the dying, and the dead. 

The rain it flow'd, the casement shook, 
O I what avail'd my pitying look ? 
The nest was sapp'd, Uke human joy, 
And swift the mandate to destroy. 
It fell, the fairest and the best, 
That ever Swallow's bosom press*d ; 
And left our gentle helpless pair 
£xpos*d to the inclement air. 
So late we saw them, side by side, 
Survey their work, with honest pride ; 
Foretelling still how it would prove 
The very seat of peace and love ; 
How vain, alas ! the expectations 
Of Swallows, as of mighty nations. 
'T would move the selfish heart of stone, 
That only feels for griefs its ovm. 
To see them round the ruins turn. 
And all the sad disinter mourn v 
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While long in melancholy sweep, 
They show their sufiPring truly deep, 
And oft the window touch and kiss, 
Memonal of departed bliss. 

So, after love's delightful dream, 
By sylvan shade, or limpid stream, 
The youth bemoam his mistress fled ; 
By tender recollection led. 
Records his passkmoii die trees. 
Or tell it to the whispering breeae ; 
Whatever his fortune or his raik, 
life is to him one dreary blank. 
Far from himself, he fain would fly. 
And sighs, though vainly, but to die. 

These simple tenants of the air. 
Are utter strangers to despur ; 
In this, they follow wisdow's plan. 
More faithfully than reasoning man. 
For, sorrow o'er, they'll see it best 
To build another pretty nest ; 
Preferring still the wonted place. 
Again they shall my window grace. 
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LINES 



7h Mrs. K , written in Scotland on the afi* 
jfiroach of the winter qf 1809, soon after $be 
Jubilee qf George the third. 

WINTER, for fancy tells me so. 
Considered if he'd come or no, 
A spark of love for human kind 
Had nearly thaw'd his icy mind. 
He ponder'd o'er the matter well, 
And, lest his subjects should rebel. 
In resolution fixM at last^ 
He came in a terrific blast. 
To humble nature, at his nod. 
And bruise her with his heavy rod. 
And show her many a sober thing. 
That from his dark dominion spring* 
What though no smiles his brow adonif 
There is a lesson in the storm. 
He stalks majestic in his course. 
And roars, not whispers, loud and hoarse : 
Advising to improve my time. 
Nor waste it carelessly on rhyme ; 
In life's great business to engage, 
Mfr leave it for the chill of age ; 
Wbea blood is cold and passion tmt| 
Where lies the merit of a waXl 



^ 
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He gives to you a sweet employi 

A mother's o£Bce and her joy^ 

And doubtless you will play your party 

Because you have a mother's heart. 

He bids us stretch a willing hand» 

At charity's divine command» 

And all our sympathy express» 

In this» the season of distress. 

Our jubilee no nation sounds» 

Nor may we give two thotuand jfiounda*^ 

Yet what we can we will bestow» 

And cheer the dreary gloom of woe. 

It is a comfort in our lot» 

No mite of ours shall be forgot» 

But still remember'd in that day» 

Great George and we shall move one way» 

When bursting frpm the silent tomb» 

'jThc dead arise to meet their doom. 



LINES TO A FRIEND. 

THOUGH my ccmceptions all were grand» 
And all my skull with learning cramm'd» 
Say, would it add one item more 
Of real comfort to my store \ 

• Tbe anm given in charity by ^<t KWt;W^ ^*^ ^^^^ 

MMppy QCQaalon of his jubilee . 
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If Fate on roe it» bvcmrs caftt» 
Riches and honours all so vasty 

say, what would my spirit gaiOf. 
Except variety of pain ? 

And were I rais'd to power supreme» 
Beyond the fear of law or shame» 
My brain, soon giddy with the height» 

1 would misrule with all my might ;. 
I^nd strut and fret the moments o'er» 

As tyrants who have gone before : 
For ah, how few have understood 
, The luxury of doing good. 
Or if the chosen of my heart» 
Whose smiles alone delight impart» 
Should vow, in ecstasy divine» 
To be for ever only mine ; 
Perchance in thought's extensive range» 
Something would whisper» man may chaMgeg. 
'T would darken all the hour of bliss» 
And dash the cup of happiness. 
Though I should climb Parnassus* hill» 
Yea, all the Nine obey my will» 
Some critic would beset the way» 
To curse the beauty of my lay : 
If even Fame should waft her breath» 
And promise to outlive my death» 
The recompense^ though sweet and fair» 
It would evaporate in air ; 
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Then say where does tnie pletsure lie i 
Or are we ever docmM to ti^ { 

Ask her, who in iSie vale of lififi^ 
A patient, silent, tuiPring, wife, 
By pious «conauncy upborne» 
Meekly endures unfeeling scorn. 
Or she who, blcot with friends and wealthf 
In bloom of beauty and cf heahh ; 
Flatt'ry's soft incease can rcifiise, 
And the plain paths of wisdom choose. 
The youth, Wiho o'er a parent's bed. 
By filial affection led, 
Watches the -hot convulsive strife^ 
The ebb and flow of closing life ; 
While an his soul is ^ his eyes, 
He knows where comfort will arise. 
Consult the man whose chrisdaa hope, 
Has ample and unbounded scope, 
Who only views •estistence here, 
As prelude to a state more dear» 
And acts his part •sedate and well, 
If peace within his bosom dwell. 

O, it is noble to fopgire, 
And cause an enemy to live^ 
G 
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But greater to restrain desire. 

And quench love's all-consuming fire*^ 

Whene'er by reason 'tb debarred ; 

And gains a glorious reward. 

The joys of sense we envy none. 

No sooner they are grasp'd, than gonei 

But when a sacrifice we make, 

For honour, and for conscience sake. 

The palm of victory we win, 

Oh, then it is a heaven within. 

'Tis easy, thus, to paint the way. 
And all the truth of morals say. 
Yet, while the grand result is seen. 
The rulbg folly steps between. 
Destroys at once our strength and trust, 
And lays us grovelling in the dust. 
When flesh it shall no longer hide, 
And human toys are thrown aside, 
And passion seeks its proper end, 
O, then, my friend, we shall ascend 
Progressive to the blest abode, 
The seat of pleasure and of God. 

• The ptssion of love is selected, merely becaun 
cnt of the strongest thai cia actuate the human bi 
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ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL PIKE, 

(^Published at the time in Mr. Retf'a paper.) 

EVEN in glory's bright career, 
Columbia shall drop a tear. 
The memory of Pike embalm. 
And muse upon the soldier fall'n. 
Ah, unrelenting death, thy bloWf . 
Has laid his precious body low. 
But, O ! how far beyond thy aim. 
His honour and his deathless fame ! 
These shall defy thy savage pow'r. 
And flourish in life's latest hour. 
Hb gen'rous spirit, now set free, 
Has gain'd the land of liberty, 
Where heroes rest, their labours o*er, 
And wars and battles are no more. 
Yet, where his sacred ashes sleep. 
Humanity's soft eye shall weep, 
And there the brave shall heave a sigh, 
Resolv'd like Pike to live and die. 
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TO LORD BTBON, 

On reudtng the curse of Minerva. 

UNGENEROUS many tbj rage forego, 
Shall Scotland sink ben a^ thy blow i 
And her defenders» meek and tame, 
Aw'd by the terrors of thy namei 
Remain immur'd in ailence deep ? 
Shall Scottish pride and vengeance sleep ? 
All lord and poet, as thou art. 
There is a canker in thine heart» 
Else why a people stigmatize } 
And style them mountebanks and ll'rs? 
As if that folly, or that crime» 
Belonged to a peculiar clime. 

Ah» why such prejudice display» 
And prostitute thy charming lay ? 
Why, for one Tillain» take thy stand» 
To fulminate a spotless land ? 
'Twere equally unjust in me 
To say all husbands sin like thee. 
If Elgin robb*d Minerva's shrine» 
Swift let him suffer for his crime ; 
A titl'd thief» may he be driven 
jBjr all the goddesses oChettveH) 
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With female indignation fir'd ; 
Until their ladyships are tir'd. 
But let his country's honour'd name^ 
In justice, be exempt from blame. 
Did Scotia approve the deed ? 
And must her reputation bleed ? 
She has on many a well-fought day^ 
Been England's sole support and stay ; 
In friendship and alliance grown 
The bulwark of the British throne. 
Now libel'd by an English lord, 
And shall his lines the tale record ? 
For shame, retract thy foul abuse, 
Think on a Wallace, and a Brucei 
On English, or on Attic ground, 
Thou'lt bow with reverence profound. 



LINES TO MICHAEL BRUCE, ESQ. 

On his generous efforts in assisting Lavalette to 
escape from France. 

WORTHY of thy immortal name, 
And splendid in the eye of fame. 
This deed of thine, O Bruce, appears^ 
And all the stamp of hono^ir b^^xv 
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Thou mirror of heroic youth» 
FormM to humanity and truth, 
The purpose of thy gtn'rous soul, 
Nor fear, nor interest, might c<»itrol. 
Cold-blooded reasoning had no part, 
No reservation, in thy heart ; 
'Twas thine to set the captire free, 
Thy gift was life, and liberty ; 
Which to bestow, thou risqu'd thy own. 
Braving the malice of a throne. 
With all the vengeance of the great. 
The weight of a corrupted state. 
This deed a nobleness displays. 
Worthy of Rome, in Rome's best days ; 
Or England, ere her virtue fled. 
When Sidney and when Hambden bled ; 
Or Scotia, still more endear'd. 
When thy progenitor appear'd, 
And Wallace strove to stem the tide, 
Of lawless tyranny and pride. 

Amidst these dark deceitful times 
Of revolution, and of crimes, 
This deed of thine, so heavenly bright, 
Diffuses an auspicious light: 
As after sleepless nights and days, 
The pilgrim it% the desert «^17%^ 
^o object can his sight conimaxid) 
Except the sultry barren s?ad. 
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His manly strength and sfurits genoi 
Despairing, he remembers home» 
For his lovM &mily heaves a sigh) 
And hopes no comfort but to die : 
At length he gains a verdant spoti 
Where, all his misery forgot, 
He rests with gratitude profound» 
Nor fears the wilderness around. 
So wandering o'er these thirty years 
Of blood, of carnage, and of tears» 
My soul with secret horror turns, 
And for its very nature mourns, 
Then with a feeling so divine. 
Reposes on this deed of this tlune. 



WRITTEN 

Towards the end qf November ^ 1816. 

THE race of annuals now is dead» 
And mellow tints of autumn fade, 
My willow tree» of trees the chief, 
Reluctant sheds its withered leaf; 
O, had its loveliness been spared, 
The pride and glory of the 7«c&\ 
Its foliage, sore dishefveVd, c%»t^ 
AndUmbs^all shaking in tlroVAjaaXo 
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Sad emblem of enfeebled man» 

In his contracted little span» 

When years and want his sky o'erspread, 

And friends, and health, and vigour fade; 

And dire disease invades his breath, 

The lingering messenger of death. 

In youth inviting, fair, and gay, 

As my sweet willow tree in May, 

In age, oppressed with pain and grief, 

He trembles like its falling leaf. 



TO A FRIEND. 

SHOW me the female who may claim 
In judgment clear the christian name ; 
Whose spirit does embrace the truth. 
Not from the prejudice of youth ; 
In duty's sphere consistent moves, , 
Her God, more than the preacher, loves \ 
Where'er she goes, it is her care 
Still to remember he is there. 
Whose piety, unstained by pride. 
Or vanity, ne'er turns aside. 
Whose prayer is remote from spleen, 
Aadchantyi though large^utks^^iiv 



Nor from her pocket will it draw, 
Because her splendid neighbours saw ; 
Who as the gospel teacheth, lives, 
And fiooi the very soul' forgives.; 
And good for evil can repay,^ 
And all her selfish passions stay ; 
The sense of iajuries efface. 
Nor i» her dioughtt allow one trace ; 
Detraction's tongue wha will silence, 
ThoY^h in an enemy^s defence ; 
And oi^ to herself severe, 
C^er KuvMn frailty drops a tear ; 
Viewing all things so clear and bright, 
By candour^» &ir impartial light* 
She feela compassion's gentle gk>w, 
That nearly can atone for woe ; 
Nor e'er denies misfortune's claim, 
Nor puts the humbl'd soul to shame ; 
Whose temper warm, yet all subdu'd, 
Is ever equal, kind, and good ; 
And manners gentle and refin'd, 
True emanations of her mind. 
She counts the world's perf^exing maze. 
As preclude to immortal days, 
Improving still the gifts of Heaven, 
Contented with whate'er is given. 
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TO MRS. H 

, WHEN man in the ev'ning disposM to reti 

'i Reclines on the sopha, or sits by the fire, 

H *Tis the duty of woman his cares to control» 

And by her attentions to gladden his soul. 
With the smile of affection she fondly endears, 
And, ah ! how resistless are feminine tears» 
'Us her's the rough nature of man to subdue» 
'A And guide all his heart with an impulse so trui 

i : Prom the throne to the cottage her empire i 

tends, 
And under her sceptre, creation, it bends. 
Then generous, O woman, abuse not thy pow' 
Thine is the delight or the pain of each hour» 
Man shines, and he figures, he hunts for i 
! plause, 

Attains wealth and honours, but woman's t 
cause; 
i Commands fleets and armies, contends for 

crown. 
Yet sinlp in despair if his mistress she frown. 
■ Still placid, dear woman, endeavour to please. 

Nor meet with a look that the life-blood woi 
^ freeze; 

^Ti8 thine to attract, and 'tis thine to repel» 
And place thy adorer in beaten ot \wiYU 
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I witnessM Clarinda her troubles recount} 
That her lord» he might relish the total amouuty 
The senrants were stubborn» how shocking to 

see. 
The children so fretful, she'd waited her tea» 
The house was old-fashion'd, the furniture meani 
And the wainscot, it look'd as it ne'er had been 

clean. 
The plate, it was clumsy, unfitting to use. 
Just such as a Groth or a Vandal would choose} 
With thousands of evils, too trivial to name, 
On which she dilated, without fear or shame. 
Accustom'd, the husband long patiently bore 
Then call'd for the boots he had put off before | 
And salli'd in rain, and in darkness, alone, 
To seek for the peace that was wanting at home* 
She wonder'd how men could their comforts IbregOy 
For she tried to bless him, and yet^it was so* 

Thou, fidrest of women, accept of my lay, 
As the simple effusion of friendship, I pray ; 
In thee the full value of wedlock appears. 
And the high bloom of youth, with the wisdom of 

years. 
As a wife and a neighbour, I give thee the palm, 
Thy temper so sweet, and thy virtue so calm. 
Shall charm thy fond huab%sA<| ^Vl^cvX^^»^^ ^ 
gone, 
And for aJl the rigour oi lorlxxwe ^xciw^- 
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Proceed dnn, my friend, in the palh io icigviv 
To cheer» and to blesSf till lifers drana is dooe s 
«No lukewarm endeavoura the mmd can appeon 
I but live^ and could die, for the being i lore. 



TO A FRIEND 

On Mi firetentmg me a haniUome 9tove4 

FAIRER than t^\AtB I win deem 
This monument of ithy esteem. 
More durab^ than brick or «tone, 
Oh) it will ahine, when we «re gone, 
And all our children's, children tell, 
fiLow we have li?*d, and lov'd so well. 
Had but a straw by thee been giren, 
I'd prize it, as the pledge of heaven, 
Then think, my friend, thy gift how dear, 
And at this season of the year, 
When a;ll ttie elements conspire, 
To seat usit>und the blazing fire» 

. Smmner, with all its gaudy hues, 

Its vivid tints, and pearly dews, 
4h she pro^Bwn <of Its charms, 
Thai all to life creation vratms, 
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May please, yea, captivate the sight ; 

But languor follows on delight, 

And oft the seeds of pain and death 

Are wafted in its fragrant breath. 

Majestic winter is the time 

When I am blest with soul and rhyme ; 

When keen and bracing is the air. 

And all the stately trees are bare, 

Save here and there a frozen tear. 

The glistening icicles appear. 

While vegetation sleeps, below 

A covering of the purest snow, 

And birds and beasts for shelter seek, 

And all their helplessness bespeak. 

*Tis then Imagination's way. 

Her matchless beauty to display. 

Enliven all the dreary hours. 

And deck the mjdnight lamp with flow'rs« 

In mind there is an instinct plac'd, 
A tender sympathy of taste, 
Swift as the lightning, it imparts 
The feeling of congenial hearts. 
And love or friendship may invoke, 
£re yet a single word is spoke. 
When first I saw thee, in the chair*, 
My soul it had an interest there> 

* My friend was confined to Viia cYi«o^i«t Vs v\^'^'«» 
H 



* 



Eii ' 
); i Nor couHtiie impulse be withstood» 

-^! 1. ,. Thou seem'dst so patient and so goodi* 



i\ 



\ 
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And in roy thoughts it quicklj ran» 
This is a christian and a man. 
!| ' Thy angel wife was seated by» 

|«i: Oft smiling, to suppress a sigh ; 

i The dear deception was in vaio, 

|| , I saw, esteem'd, and felt her pain. 

Marriage such wonders can fulfil, 
Subdues all fear, and bends the will, 
Reveals a modest female's worth, 
And draws her latent virtues forth. 
Transforms to all that gives delight, 
! And charms the faithful husband's sight : 

I Man loves, but woman will adore, 

And in her dujty goes before. 

i My friend, thou know'st I hate disguise, 

i And fools and sycophants despise ; 

Whate'er, through passion, I abuse, 
^ Sacred, and spotless is niy muse. 

Nor would the wealth of Indian mines 
Persuade me to profane my rhymes. 
Where worth and talents still combine. 
And the bright rays of genius shine, 
And all the temper, warm, yet sweet. 
Guided by prudence a\\ ita Yie^X^ 

MnddangerouB illness when l\viAt3fcft VwwjiW ^\ 
iotroduced to hinu 
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And taste and honest pride are shown» 
And thought responsive meets my own» 
My spirit will its homage pay» 
And all but give itself away. 
Nor shall affection 'gender strife^ 
Since it admits thy lovely wife : 
O, yesy thy nobler, better part 
Has equal footing in my heart. 
There shall you both together dwell. 
Till unto life I bid farewell. 



LINES TO MISS :. 

MARIA, thou art young and fair. 
Still unsubdued by woe or care, 
Thy virtues we with pleasure see. 
And prize them in a just degree ; 
Thy disposition is so mild, 
O it would not offend a child, 
And sensibility so high, 
n!* would give thee pain to hurt a fly. 
We saw the goodness of thy heart, 
For thou hast play'd a sister's part ; 
And conduct all from folly free. 
Just what a lady's ought to be. 
The roses on thy cheek ate \Aowxi> 
ReQectf dear maid, they sooxk ate ^^ti^'» 
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And) long before thy sky o'ercasty 
Secure one friend, and bind him fast 
In wedlock's strong but gentle chord : 
Yes, call some honest man thy lord. 

A single state may have its charms, 
But in its sphere no feeling warms. 
Dreary the prospect, cold the air, 
Nor love nor friendship prosper there ; 
Patient endurance is its boast, 
The sympathies of nature lost. 
Whereas the duties of a wife 
Confer an interest dear in life ; 
The energies of mind employ. 
And prove a source of peace and joy. 
Besides, how could'st thou bear neglect, 
A sort of tacit disrespect. 
With person lean and visage sour, 
Of pleasing far beyond the power ? 
How would'st thou like to have it said, 
Here comes Maria, the old maid ? 
O, this would give thy bosom pain, 
And make thee sigh for youth again. 

What human bliss can go before 
Pleasing the object we adore ? 
WIjo has/or ua his freedom ^\Netv> 
And in our smile behold» bU tewctv \ 
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Whether in poverty or wealth, 

In hours of sickness or of health, 

To have a faithful husband by, 

On whom the spirit may rely, 

Its wishes and its wants disclose. 

And breathe its very inmost woes ; 

Whose manly strength and feeling heart. 

Can pity's softest balm impart. 

Allay the rage of pain and grief. 

And by his presence give relief: 

This does such perfect rapture bring, 

And robs affliction of its sting ; 

It is life's highest, dearest blessing. 

Then why in thee should it be missing. 

Though to disguise it she may strive» 
Survey a virgin fifty-five, 
Who nature's dictates all withstood, 
And robb'd her soul of earthly good : 
Examine well her wither'd &ce. 
There disappohitment thou shalt trace, 
And self-reproach and pride and spleen» 
No smile of hope or love is seen ; 
But envy and corroding care, 
With the pale glimmerings of despair* 
Her's are no gentle des, that bind 
The female heart so true axv&VasA\ 
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Or natire humour, to engage. 
And give the charm of youth to age, 
Or social mirth, or harmless glee ; 
No grandchild, seated on her knee. 
To occupy her thoughts and time, 
And soothe and sweeten life's decline. 
This is no wand'ring of the brain, 
Nor portrait fanciful and vain, 
But real, and when it meets the eye, 
It ever claims compassion's sigh. 
To view a perverse, helpless elf, 
So desolate, and by itself; 
Who would prefer a single state, 
Or on its pleasures long debate* ? 

Yet, dearest maiden, in thy choice, 
Attend to reason's sober voice. 
And all her dignity maintain. 
Nor e'er to passion give the rein, 

* God forbid that I should attempt to throw inc 

minate cens\ire on any situation. Some females U^ 

gle not from choice ; others, from choice found 

proper motives. I have seen instances of women 

ficing their own happiness and establishment in 1 

the comfort of a beloved parent or friend» and 

met with a few old maids, who possessed great si 

of manners and amiability of dv^^^Sxioti, 9j(vdi 

could not /brbear to reflect bovr TQxuiAiVM^VAt >^€ 

qualities might have been crnvVo^ed, 
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And crave direction from above, 
What woman e'er was wise in love ? 
To barter truth at Mammon's shrine, 
Thy gen'rous soul abhors the crime ; 
Yet do not overlook the cash, 
*Tis fools alone who think it trash ; 
Station and years, temper and merit, 
True piety, and manly spirit : 
Behold a model in thy brother. 
And try to find out such another. 

And we will second all thy views, 
And in thy service bring the muse. 
And o'er thy children's cradle tell, 
How we had plann'd it all so well. 



To Mr. , 

Soon after his marriage, 

YOU ask'd for lines, what shall I give ? 
You have a wife, so learn to live 
As well becomes the married state. 
The husband ever carves his fate. 
Your temper and your heaxl ^t^ %^(^^ 
Despising whsit is base aadTMOkft\ 
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And just and honest all your dealingi 
No want of virtue is your fsuling ; 
And on your truth the world might res^ 
You love^ and still will do your best. 

But yet) there are so many thingS} 
That joy, or pain, to wedlock brings ; 
Shades, imperceptible of feeling» 
. Its misery, or comfort, sealing ; 
A new made husband stands on irial^ 
And exercises self-denial. 
It is not as it was before} 
You pleasM yourself, none look'd formore^ 
*Tis now the glory of your life. 
In ev*ry thmg to please your wife, 
With sensibility so true, 
She in return will live for you. 

You know my way, I scorn to flatter, 

Or seedsof adulation scatter ; 

Yet greatly I approve your choice» 

And in your happiness rejoice, 

Esteem your lady sweet and fair, 

Yes worthy of a prince's care ; 

Long may she live to bless the hour 

That put her wholly in your pow'r* 
In quest of pleasure, men a.re Ved 
To part with freedom and lovr^d-» 
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When courtship's charming race is run^ 
Some think their bus'ness all is clone : 
Ah, fools ! 'gainst truth and nature sinning, 
An arduous task is but beginning. 
To blend themselves and gentle mate, 
To have one spirit, int'rest, fate, 
Experience did never say 
This was the labour of a day. 

Love is at best a fragile thing, 
A bird of passage on the wing, 
A rose that withers and is gone 
Before its leaves are fully blown, 
A tale that tires when often told, 
A fire that blazing soon is cold, 
A gem which is not worth the cost, 
And oft through over-fondness lost. 

When childhood's happy hour was mine, 
*Tis useless to repeat the time, 
Rambling, I found a Linnet's nest. 
Of birds the sweetest and the best ; 
I brought one home, birds were my rage» 
And plac'd it in a handsome cage ; 
Whether to please me, or complain, 
All visitors admir'd its strain. 
Nor to this day is it forgot) 
The warbling of its litUe t]hTo«X\ 
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So loud and shrill o'er all the house. 
Attracting oft the ears of puss. 
The bird and I grew well acquainted. 
And the same chamber still frequented. 
And when I gave my dolls their tea, 
So sweetly it would sing to me. 
One luckless nighty my feelings told 
That my dear Linnet might take cold, 
With haste I op'd the gilded door. 
Which I had well secured before. 
And plac'd it gently on the hand, 
Where it would oft in triumph stand ; 
Then all contented laid me down. 
Blessing this purpose of my own. 
And in my bosom held it fast : 
Poor bird, it quickly breath'd its last. 
When morning came, I found it dead. 
And saw the work my kindness made : 
'Twas the first loss, great was my pain, 
My Linnet never liv'd again. 

True delicacy and reserve 
The joys of wedlock best preserve ; 
And separation gives a zest, 
The man at home is never miss'd, 
Nor can we e'er his absence mourn, 
Or gladly welcome his retom. 
Familiarity breeds strife, 
I^Gspect yourself, adore your mte» 
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And understand each other well, 
But ne'er your love to others tell» 
Tour lips should never make it known> 
By deeds alone it may be shown. 

Some husbands, when their wives appearj 
They are so lavish of, my dear, 
My love, my ang^el, and like trash, 
It does a modest female dash : 
Sdch fulsome stuff and so ill bred, 
But vanity it must be fed, ^ 

Oft have I vrish'd their tongues were shorter, 
And bones well pounded in a mortar. 
Others again affect neglect. 
Though bound in honour to protect, 
, A haughty look, or careless mien, 
While true politeness lies between. 
Where folks are happy there is ease. 
They can without an effort please ; 
Of comfort this the surest test, 
And on it still our faith may rest. 

There is a language 'bove all speech, 
That words, dull words can never reach| 
And swiftly it explains the whole. 
That passes in the kindred soul ; 
A nod, a glance, a sigh convey. 
More than a hundred vo\um«« «^i \ 
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True lovers may this language read» 
No imitator will succeed. 

On no occasion or pretence 
Forsake the paths of common-sense» 
In self-command, secure, prepar'd» 
Let prudence ever be your guard. 
Your wife will prove your dearest friend» 
Upon her virtues still depend, 
Unbounded confidence maintain, 
Nor think a woman's counsel vain* 
O, may she still your secrets share» 
Participate your inmost care ; 
This will alleviate the load. 
Perchance avert affliction's rod. 

Of all the plants in Hymen's bow'r, 
Sweet friendship has the fairest flow'r» 
It bears no thorn, nor wounds nor vexes» 
And suits the wants of both the sexes ; 
Its qualities are all perennial. 
In sickness and in health congenial. 
While in a faithful charming wife» 
It is the healing balm of life ; 
From Paradise the plant was given» 
That man might have a taste of heaven. 
The path is rugged, cling together, 
And oft look out for aquaUy vrt«XYve,T \ 
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Move on supporting and supported^ 
No better pair was e'er assorted ; 
With dignity let all be borne. 
Bask in the sunshine^ brave the storm ; 
What*er is sent your souls to try, 
Still view the hand of the Most High ; 
Both journey in one sacred road, . 
In the same manner worship God, 
Devotion's exercise to share. 
The mutual gratitude and pray'r. 
This forms a holy sweet communion, 
And is a constant bond of union. 
That surely shall outlive our clay. 
And flourish in eternal day. 



TO A FRIEND. 

WHEN sad and sombre is the heart, 
And woes assail in ev'ry part, 
Courage, my friend, let us exert, 
And lilt a sang sae cheery. 

The warld at best it is a school, 
And useless only to the fool, 
Then let us pJy the golden T\\\e, 
Aad Jove each other dearly, 
I 
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Fling by your books, forget your lear, 
And banish want and laugh at carO) 
The wisest man could do nae mairi 
Ev'n while philosophising. 

To hae a neebor like yourself 
It does ten thousand griefs repel. 
And a' the tide o' comfort swelli 
Of how I do enjoy it. 

Come yont the knowe a wiiile at e'eni 
Where all so happy we have been. 
No cold reserve shall step between. 
Our spotless friendship blighting. 

And bring Maria by your side, 
Sonsie and blushing as a bride, 
Unconscious, though in beauty's pride. 
That all who see, adore her. 

And we will glance on former days, 
^nd speak at least in wisdom's praise, 
And hold discourse that well repays, 
Inciting deeds of glory. 

Or jointly criticise our rhymes. 
And Bee how well the me«LSUt«i c\Cvcwi%^ 
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Explore afresh poetic mines, 
And bless our only treasure. 

All sordid pursuits we disdain, 
Honour and poesy are our ain, 
Then say, O what should gie us paio. 
Or cloud our brows wi' sorrow ^ 

Once when I sat in fortune's )ap, 
My better feelings it did sap, 
And proved to me sm vioco trap, 
Kind Providence relieved me. 

Adversity's a noble dame, 
She Undred with the Gods may daiiQ, 
To boast of hiBr I Ihi^k nae shame. 
Her tongue it ne'er deceived me. 

She still, to my improvement true. 
The siiken cords of friendship drew. 
Although the time amaist I rue, 
Thus knowing, I maun leave ye. 

Your conversation has a spell. 
And when %q it I bid farewell, 
'Twill be of dearest joys the knell^ 
I tremble to believe it. 
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On transatlantic shore confin'd» 
No distance may the* spirit bind ; 
Your virtues I will call to mind. 
Your counsel shall be near me. 

Oft fancy shall behold you stalk» 
Along the much-frequented walk. 
And of our social moments talky 
And miss me» O how sairly. 



TO THE SAME, 

On hia agying that in disfoosition I retembi 
Mary queen of Scots. 

THE compliment by thee intended. 
It cannot be recall'd or mended ; 
If it contains one grain of truth. 
And who would doubt it from thy mouth ? 
Such mercy in my lot is seen, 
Thank God I was not bom a queen, 
But plac'd low in the vale of life. 
Far from ambition's madd'ning strife, 
Where passion it must bear control. 
And caatigation bless the soviV* 
O Mary, when we view h^t titck^%^ 
It leads us to forgive her ctime^^ 
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We spread a veil to hide her Bhame, 
And |)ity where we ought to blame ; 
Her beauty, sex, and youth endear. 
While her misfortunes claim a tear ; 
The memory of her faults we blot, 
And all but Mary is forgot. 



TO TH£ SAME. 

FOOLS court the sunshine, warriors the 
storm, 
And with heroic deeds their page adorn ; 
Grant me the stillness of the midnight hour, 
When memory and sorrow blend their pow'r, 
The ghosts of former hopes and joys appear. 
And voice of other days salutes the ear. 
Then is the time to write» to think, to feel, • 
And the true impulse of the soul reveal, 
To ponder o'er the past, and to be sad, 
Is torture only to the base and bad, 
For others, freely to indulge in grief, 
Is Nature's dictate, and it brings relief: 
And still affliction weeps itself away. 
Yes, all but guilty suff'rings well repay. 
As when the strqam, by iaowT\Xwxv vw«\«t^A\^^ 
Forsakes the sober UmiU ot V»\i^^> 
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Roaring iin];>etuous in dreadful sweep, 
O'erflows surrounding fields to gain the deep. 
We view the havoc, and awhile we mourn. 
Yet soon fertility and joy return. 

O might I rest on some sequester'd spot, 
« The world forgetting, by the world forgot/* 
Fatigu'd with folly's fascinating glare, 
I sigh not to be star'd at or to stare. 
What pleas'd in youth, insipid has become, 
And vanity's fine charm is wholly done. 
While calm reflection throws a sable gloom 
On years mispent, and points me to the tomb^ 
Where those I dearly lov'd in peace repose, 
Nor bear the load of life, nor taste its woes. 



TO A FRIEND. 

O SAY, to the muses why may I not kneel ? 
And all my allegiance thus honestly seal ? 
Since their favour alone can existence endear, 
And gladden my soul as I pass in life's rear. 
They still have been lovely, they still have been 
kind. 
And maidf wife, or widow, suvv^txed tw^ tsoind^ 
I^or in joy and in sorrow to p\t^^%e \X\^xa\^wa!^ 
WJjJJe the caprice o£ FotlUTO iv«i*^t w^N-tw 
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All men hayc a something in secret they prize, 
Though oft from their neighbours they would it 

disguise ; 
A dear hidden idol, despotic that reigns, 
And o'er their affections dominion obtains. 
For power and preferment some bow to a throne. 
Until ev'ry vestige of honour is gone ; 
One bows to his mistress, and one to himself. 
And, still more degrading, ten thousands to pelf. 

Fair ladies have objects they hold so divine, 
And oft they fall prostrate at vanity's shrine : 
One chooses a blockhead her person to rule, 
And sighs for true bliss in the arms of a fool. 
Another she worships a feather, a straw, 
Wliile the mandate of fashion is ever her law ; 
And in folly's wide circle they constantly vie. 
As in torment they live and unpity'd they die. 
Ambitious a third of devotion's pure praise, 
She disposes her time that her neighbours may 

gaze. 
And in secret her passions she'll tenderly nurse, 
While in charity's service she empties her purse ; 
For in pi»blic endeavours she never will faint, 
And she gains what she wish'd for,— the najio 

of a saint. 

A feWf against nature, feWdv^ \\^xvn 
Fivm which they exclude iVvfi \^^^ ^^ ^Esv'«si.fc 
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While iosiptd the^ loiter on life's active stage 
Till they unk all neglected in spleen and in ag 
Whereas to the muses if all would repair, 
Sincei^ly desirous their bounty to sharei 
Soon harmony's soul would pervade the wh 

throng} 
And the voice of dull care might be lost in a soi 
And wars and contention 'mongst mankind woi 

cease. 
And the current of life still meander in peace. 

The vot'ries of Mammon may cling to th 

gold, 
But if Poesy to me all her treasures unfold, 
And the banquet of fancy, so nicely prepared, 
I shall feast, O ! how sumptuous, in regions of « 
On the sordid and sensual I'll scorn to Ic 

down, 
And a smile from tho muses my troubles si 

drown. 

In youth's early dawning, by Carron's pi 
stream, 
Still the moments of rapture by memory are se* 
Save love for the muses, no passion I knew, 
And I vow'd to be theirs, with a feeling so tn 
While Apollo he heard, atid liVvb t^^ \!b!e^ ^< 
near, 

For thetr whiari«i*M nnnrouaV lXli«S!kCf % ^^^ 



PO£MS. 9f 

All this so romantic to others may seem, 
But O ! dearest major, our life is a dream. 
You taste of its pleasures, and I of its pain, 
Yet still it is equally fleeting and vain ; 
So rU honour the Muses, with reverence due. 
And implore them to send their best blessings on 
you. 



ON TEA- 
WHILE man extols the flowing^ bowl, 
That elevates his gen'rous soul, 
A sweeter task's reserv'd, for me, 
To sing the luxury of tea. 

Awake, my lazy sluggard muse. 
Nor longer here thy thanks refuses 
Since well thou know'st, full many a time, 
Tea is the chosen friend of rhyme. 

From Indian climes in safety borne. 
How welcome with the cheerful mom ; 
The fragrant tea prepar'd with care, 
A bev'rage that the Gods might share. 
Presented at the close of day^ 
It drives iatigue and pain vnv^ \ 
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Attunmgall the mental pow'rsy 
And sheds delight on ev'ning hoon.] 
Give me a party five or six. 
Where both the sexes deign to mix» 
All folks possess'd of information} 
And guided by a sound discretion» 
Without the aid of cards or dice» 
The evening's over in a trice. 
'Tis said for scandal tea is us'd» 
The best of thbgs may be abus'd ; 
And fair devotion's spotless name 
Has cover'd deeds deserving shame. 
I ask) upon a close inspection) 
How tea and malice have connexion? 
The one so pure in ev'ry part» 
The other from a wicked heart ; 
Though tea were rooted from the ground^ 
The tongue of scandal would resound. 

Johnson to the enliv'ning potioUf 
Sincere and frequent paid devotion ; 
And) like a man of sterling sense) 
Against it never made pretence ; 
A twentieth cup he did approve. 
Such was the measure of his love. 
And when to humour all alive» 
He even quaff'd his twenty -&^e\ 
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*Tis plain that in a great degree» 
He ow'd celebrity to tea. 

Surpassing far the joys of wine) 
It gives a feeling so divine. 
Nor does it e'er disturb the brain. 
Or from cool reason pluck the rein ; 
Its influence did ne*er display 
A fevVish night or gloomy day ; 
Nor on it wiU repentance brood. 
Ambrosia of the wise and good* 

The man who shows contempt of tea, 
Pray heaven keep him far from me ; 
And may he with the savage roam. 
Unworthy of a better home. 
Whatever evils on me lay,] 
Progressing in life's thorny way, 
Where'er I bent my weary course, 
Still tea presented a resource ; 
And now in solitude it charms. 
And melancholy so disarms, 
It gives from care a relaxation. 
Adds impulse to imagination. 
As oft it guides the willing pen, 
To trip it briskly eight or ten. 
This very night e'er 1 be^t^. 
So freely from the potlViete t^xv^ 
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Five lovely cups of frag'rant tea. 
It did my spirit good to see ; 
With milk and sugar to my taste, 
I sipp'd, not swallow'd it in haste. 
To animate and clear the brain, 
And 'waken fancy's sportive tralnp 



TO A FRIEND. 

WHEN melancholy clouds thy brow, 
As oft thou feel'st thou know'st not how, 
And sigh'st so deep, yet free from pain, 
Exclaiming, ah I the world is vain ; 
Arise, for shame, thy strength exert. 
And bid thy indolence depart. 

Go, snatch a spade, and dig and toil, 
And labour to improve the soil ; 
Or decorate the lovely bower, 
Where oft we pass the ev'ning hour, 
And teach the roses to entwine, 
And guide the wand'ring jessamine* 
Or mount thy steed, and o'er the moor, 
For fancy 'd ills it is a cure ; 
The helpless grouse, O, bring not home, 
Ves, let the feather'd tribes ^\otvc^ 
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Nor with their blood bedew the heath, 
Dispersing misery and death. 

A man may justly gain renown. 
And beat a host of en'mies down. 
Yet cannot share retirement's joy» 
And his own indolence destroy. 
A man may wisely talk, and well| 
The pleasures of exertion tell ; 
Yea and describe the bane of sloth, 
That eats our comforts like a moth ; 
While in his soul it hath firm root. 
He talks and never moves one foot. 

Fair ladies when they loll supine, 
And on the ills of life refine. 
Its blessings carelessly abuse» 
And, save their tongues, no member use ; 
Did they but taste the pure delight 
That exercise confers each night. 
The sleep serene, the cheerful mom, 
They'd banish indolence with scorn. 

Sloth is our Nature's deadly sin. 
Who conquers this, the rest may win, 
Then haste to leave thy couch of down, 
And claim Industry as thy o\7ii. 
K 
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A FRAGMENT. 

MY simple muse, in plainUve stndn 
Proclaim that man is fleeting, vain» 
Bewilder'd in a gloomy road. 
The grave his only sure abode : 
And all he is and can enjoy, 
Commingled with a base alley. 
Forsake the social and the glad, 
And wrap thee in the midnight shade, 
Then melancholy and alone 
Humanity's sad lot bemoan. 

Forbear to glance on public wo, 
Nations nor truth nor honour know, 
Inflicting wounds no time can heal, 
Let others tell the horrid tale, 
That what has been shall be again 
And weep for countless thousands slain. 

The vale of private life survey, 
Man's easy plain domestic way, 
Where sympathy's soft notes impart. 
The thrill of rapture to his heart. 
While harmony pervades the hours. 
And all the path is str^Tj'd ^\\h flowers ; 
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Yet here he feels his lot so vaini 
And pleasures all allied to pain. 
Oft for himself) or those more dear 
He sheds unseen the bitter tear. 

Riches and honours fleet away. 
Health, beauty, have a swift decay. 
The fairest fame may owe its death 
To calumny's destructive breath. 
From envy's tooth no man is sure 
Except the worthless and obscure. 
Companions change, or fsdnt and drop, 
Till man is left without one prop ; 
Frsdl, insulated, and alone. 
To muse upon his pleasures gone ; 
Few dissipate superfluous wealth, 
Unseen of men, apart from self: 
And fewer still at wisdom's shrine 
Oifer the sacrifice divine ; 
And humbly in the sight of heaven. 
Lose all to which the soul was given. 
Purpose and pray'rs oft are spent. 
Merely in showing good intent ; 
For, hid in piety's disguise, 
The ruling passion will arise ; 
And as a torrent furious sweep, 
Till mstn undone has cause to ^eei^* 
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Friendship, sweet solace of thpmind, 
By virtue chasten'd and refin'd. 
With all its captivating pow'rs» 
And innocent and peaceful hours. 
Has tender agony in store, 
Friends part, alas ! to m t no more. 
£y'n love with all its soothing tones 
Oft ends in penitential groans, 
Or disappointment's bitter throes, 
Or tender, melancholy woes ; 
Yea if possession crown its bless, 
Swift flies desire and happiness. 

Vain man, he starts in life's career 
So innocent, remote from fear ; 
And oft he stumbles and mistakes. 
As progress in the world he makes ; 
Temptation lures and passion bums. 
And peace when lost no more returns. 

Yet there are joys which never fail, 
Tho' human misery prevail : 
An upright conscience ne'er deceivesi 
Nor in the hour of trial leaves ; 
In ev'ry state it gives delight, 
And cheers affliction's dreary night. 

And thou, my spotless tusXac lawsfc^ 
J^Ife's early hope waa thee to cYvoo^, 



POEMS. 105 

Nor hast thou eyer disappomted, 
With bleeding heart and thought disjointed ; 
When all around was dull and dark, 
And reason scarcely knew her mark. 
Oft haye I sighM to wake thy strain^ 
And so forgot all grief and pain. 



LINES 

Addressed to a friend^ on the death qfMra, L^^t. 

AWAKE, my inuse, 'tis Friendship's claini} 
To celebrate her deathless name. 
And oyer the untimely bier 
Let fall the tribute of a tear. 

Ah, the amount of earthly joy, 
'Tis but a fiimsy poor decoy. 
In the full noon- tide of her day. 
From friends and family snatch'd away, 
The fondest mother, dearest wife. 
That e'er adorn'd domestic life, 
For ever fled from human sight. 
And sunk in death's eternal night. 
K 2 
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Uniting dignity and ease, 
O9 she was truly form'd to please. 
Blest with intelligence and grace, 
Fairer than beauty was her face, 
The voice so sweet, the look so kind, 
Portray'd her gentle spotless mind ; 
And all she said, so wise and dear. 
It charm'd the very soul to hear ; 
This you, enraptur*d, soon did spy, 
Yea, read it with " a poet's eye." 

With pain we saw her daily fade, 
Slowly approaching to the dead ; 
The hectic glow suffuse her che^. 
In patient suffering, O ! how meek. 
Divine religion never fail'd. 
Faith, hope, and charity, prevail'd; 
Tranquillity was fully given, 
Her soul it did rely on Heaven. 

And is her sun forever set ? 
Her virtues, can we e'er forget ? 
Ah, no ! while memory has pow'r, 
In sober thought, and silent hour, 
Embalm'd by love, they shall return, 
A luxury to those that mourn. 

O, may our own, and fathet's Oo^i 
In whose jpure paths, our £victid> ^"^^ Xx^t^ 
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His boundless mercy now display, 
And be the husband's shield and stay, 
His tender helpless orphans save, 
And sanctify a parent's grave. 



In memory of the amiable and illustrious 
PRINCESS CHARLOTTE OF ENGLAND, 

January 3d, 1818« 

O, WHAT is grandeur ? What is pow'r ? 

Can these preserve the fleeting breath ? 
To man's poor number add one hour ? 

Or stay the ruthless hand of death I 

Ah, no ! sweet princess, thou art gone, 

And all thy dreams of glory fled. 
Food for corruption and the worm, 

That riot in thy dusty bed. 

Could not a gen'rous nation's pray'r 

For thy unspotted life atone ? 
A father's and a husband's care 

Detain thee from thy narrow home ? 

We long'd to see a female Tcvgft^ 
We iong'd to see thy vrot\)\ t^N^^^-j 
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Elizabeth's reviv'd again, 
But now thy destiny is sealed. 

To see thee dry a mother's tears, 
And bind her bleeding broken heart, 

In love that duty so endears ; 

Stem fate, he bade thee to depart. 

Yet carry'd pleasure in his face, 
And in a smile he hid the blow, 

When Expectation's rose was spread, 
O, then he laid thy body low. 

And hast thou left no ray, no trace. 
To cheer and bless Britannia's thit)ne ? 

Compell'd to leave the envy'd place. 
Thy taste and genius all unknown. 

The peerless maids of Albion's isle. 
Thy sacred memory will keep. 

Nor time their sorrow e'er beguile, 
Yea, babes unborn for thee shall weep. 

And thy sad tale shall tell the world. 
What many a tale has told before, 
That queens and princes are but dust. 
JEngland's fair hope, tViou ^nwo mc^x^V 
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INTENDED FOR THE BURNS CLUB, 

But not firesented to it, 

THE memory of Burns to save, 
And gather flowers to deck his grave. 
In this, a distant foreign land. 
Was worthy of a poet's hand ; 
While Scots as brethren to enroll, 
Was worthy of a poet's soul*. 

The day so glorious returns, 
Sacred to Scotia and Burns, 
O, may each dear delight appear. 
And joy embrace the infant year : 
Let winter from his stores prepare. 
The clearest sunshine, purest air. 
And by his salutary breath. 
Dispel at once disease and death : 
He like a father just yet kind. 
Gives vigour to the human mind. 

Ye who frequent the chosen place, 
Our bard's nativity to grace, 

* In allusion to J. P. Esq. who first suggested the 
propriety of instituting th« club in memory of Burna^ 
vrhich meets annually at P\V\\ade\^\i\^)Qi!L^<^^9K| ^^^&a(k 
poet's birth, 2S\h January. 
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Accept a friend's respectful greeting} 
May social glee attend your meeting ; 
The poet's spirit on you rest| 
In all the charms of fancy dress'd. 
And ever may your deeds proclaim 
The honour of the Scottish name. 

O) who with Burns could tune the lyre. 
Virtue and pathos to inspire ? 
Or wit and humour so display f 
Or simple rustic life portray ? 
The harmless sports we all have seeB» 
O, Scotia, thy halloween ? 
When led by patriotic pride^ 
To trace his cottager's fire-side. 
Just what we saw when life was new, 
'Tis nature's self expos'd to view. 
We read, we weep, and laugh, by tumS} 
And give our very soul to Bums. 
Ah, who so well could moralize I 
His daisy in the dust that lies. 
His thoughts in sickness and in health, 
Sure they proclaim immortal wealth. 
The lot of man with him we feel, 
And pay our tribute to the deil. 
With Tarn O* Shanter laugh at fear. 
Survey the iritches and tVie xaaite. 
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His (iBalogue of dogs so rarC) 
How we enjoy the Holy Fair, 
Epistle to the Unco Guid ; 
Nor does our conscience e'er forbid : 
Hypocrisy's a base disguise, 
Long may the poet satirize. 

O, who among the lettered throng, 
Did equal Bums in Scottish song I 
The soul of music to inspire, 
The gen'rous thought, the soft desire ; 
And o'er love's fragrant rosy bed 
The dew of tenderness to shed. 
Or who so faithfully could trace 
Our dialect in its native grace. 
And waft it safe to ev'ry clime, 
In the chaste drapery of rhyme ? 

He wisely drew from nature's store, 
Nor hunted after classic lore, 
But felt his strength so firm and just. 
And in the Nine he put his trust. 
Sunshine is brighter for the storm. 
And night gives half the bless of mom. 
We hear the voice of winter chide. 
And so enjoy the warm fire-side. 
My willow tree will look nvot^ fux^ 
For that we now behold it b^xc. 



1 19 POEMS. 

Compassion's cheek it ne'er would dr^. 
Unless felicity were by. 
Heroic deeds, how could we prize, 
Were there no cowards to despise ? 
A perfect character to draw, 
We should retire from it with awe, , 
No painting pleases but for shade, 
Man without weakness ne'er was made. 
We scorn the bigotry that spurns 
The talents for the faults of Burns, 
Beset with passions wild and strong,' 
Too often they impelled him wrong : 
We challenge critics in their might, 
To name the man for ever right. 
Whose worth so copious is seen 
To flow in one unbroken stream I 
Our poet's failings claim a tear ; 
His memory it does endear, 
To think a being, low that fell. 
Could soar so high and sing so well. 

He was no mercenary bard. 
To barter conscience for reward ; 
To Scottish independence true. 
Freedom with his first breath he drew, 
And all that genius could impart. 
Love and the muses &\VdV\U heart. 
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Shame on his niggard step-dame, Fate, 
To tempt him from his calm retreat, 
Was woman's witchery and wile, 
She stabbM the poet in a smile. 
With some new play-thing toy she must. 
When tir*d she throws it in the dust i 
If blest with patience but to wait, 
Nor e*er depend upon the great. 
His merit would have forc'd his way, 
And shone in life's unclouded day. 

O ! blush, ye Hanoverian race. 
Bums in a poor exciseman's place ! 
While fools and parasites were fed. 
And strangers ate the children's bread ! 
The glories of the longest reign 
Will ne'er expunge so foul a stain. 

A fig for earth and all its trash, 
Compar'd with mind, though scant of cash ! 
The poet has no grov'lling strife. 
And soars above the ills of life ; 
On fancy's wing triumphant borne ; 
He views the shifting scene with scorn. 
The miser he may count his store. 
Poetic vision goes before, 
The joys of intellect arise, 
Faint and obscure to vulgar V]^%\ 

Is 
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To feast on these is truly givenu 
And this completes a poet*s heaven» 

Scotland, thy bleak and barren hillSf 
Thy rural walks and gurgliQg nil»» 
The tender music of thy groves, 
Where all the warblers pour their Ipves^ 
Thy drizzly clime, nor warm nor brigh^ 
To me it ever dropp'd delight. 
My soul remembers well the time» 
When youth and fortune smil'd so fine ; 
O'er the brown heath I toQk my way» 
Wkh Bums to pai^ the livelong day*| 
And still his beai^ties seem'd so new^ 
Nor wist I how the moments flew, 
While by his charming poesy wrought) 
To sweet delirium of thought ; 
On bended knees before the nine, 
I vow'd in ecstacy divine, 
Till unattended and alone, 
The ev'ning bade me to begone. 
Still mem'ry clings to early youths 
Blest state of innocence and truth ; 
Yet then we sigh for years to come» 
Unwitting that our pleasure's done. 

* With the works o£ BunA^ltue^t «nioyed ! 
aonstX acquaintance. 
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Oft when the toilsome day is clos'd. 
In slumber soft my friends repbs*d| 
Led by imagination's pow'r 
To consecrate the midnight hour. 
Spite of reality and care, 
I wander on banks of Ayr, 
And there, by every stream and glade^ 
I spy the poet'ft well kcfown shade ; 
PenuYOf majestic, and alone, 
Admir'd by all, approach'd by none. 

Still Scotia fbf him shall mouin, 
And hang with bay her poet's urn, 
And on his &me enraptur'd gaze. 
To cheer her dull declfkito^ days. 



SONGS. 



When human heurtt are telfith, eatlM, 
An* a* arovind me daik an'dreaffi 

I mateh anid Seodand*! rofltie reed» 
An' play a «prinir till I be wearf ^ 



An* itill it MBdt my earet to deep. 
An* melaneholy ftr away ; . 

It makes thekmgett winter nighty 
Far «weeter than a limmerday. 

An* i^te o* fortune*! hca^y gloomy 
An' low of a* that'tife eadean. 

It pots my tpiiits a* in tone, 

An* fimeied lorrowi have my tear*. 



BONO I. 

Tunc — The Tellow^hah^d Laddie, 

MILD spring now returnbg enlivens 
scene» 
The sky is unclouded, the evening serene» 
Detightful the fragrance from herb, flow*r, 
tree; 
Vet sweeter the sigVit oi KmwAa^vaiB^^- 
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Possessiiit^ her (liendship, O, could I improve, 
Perhaps in the end, I might whisper of love ; 
The blessings of life with indifference I see. 
Unless that Amanda would share them with me. 

A chaplet of flow'rs I entwin'd for her hair, 
She smil'd on my labour, and said it was fair. 
Ye powr's, who that moment my rapture did see^ 
How precious the word» of Amanda to me. 

To speak of her beauty surpasses my art, 
While she pleases my fancy, she reigns in my 

heart: 
And her virtues they charm ih the highest de- 
gree, 
All I wish of the sex in Amanda I see. 



SONG n. 

Tune— >Giiu/(2 Kailin Aberdeen. 

THOUGH I hae gotten lovers ten, 
That are baith rich and bonnie, 

Though I might hae a wale o' meD, 
ilo*e i»e Jad but Jofatmy. 
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He sighs sae saft, an' looks sae sweet» 

For &ults I see nae ony ; 
Could I obtain this single wish* 

To spend mj life wi' Johnny. 

He said, lang syne, he wad be mine, 
It did na please my daddy, 

Wha did refuse, and made excuse, 
To wed I was na ready. 
He sighs sae saft. Sec. 

O, would the lad but speak again, 
Since still for me he's waiting, 

I see it in his very e'en. 
His love is no abating. 

He sighs sae saft, &c. 

I've gaen wi' Sawney to the fair, 
I've smil'd on lovers mony, 

And gien mysel ten thousand airs, 
It's a' to hasten Johnny. 
He sighs sae faft, Sec. 

For very love, I'd gie a hint. 
In spite o' maiden blushes. 
Did they not say, how ilka lad 
Dislikes what meets his wi^te^. 
He sighs sae saft^ &c» 



i 
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Last nighty wi* Jemijr» down yon glen» 
Sae kindly he was walking» 

It pat me a' I kenna how» 

To see't and hear them talking. 
He sighs sae saft, &c. 

Yet, I'm no selfish, doity» sour, 
Jenny's baith gade and bonnie, 

I'd gie her a' my lovers ten, 
But canna twin wi' Johnny. 
He sighs sae saft, 8cc. 
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Tune— io^^a/i Water* 

THE rain did pour, the wind did rave, 
When Anna slipt frae 'mang the lave, 
And to the barn she did repair. 
To keep her tryste wi' Sandy there. 

Lang did she wait, sair did she sight 
And saw the vivid lightning fly ; 
Her heart misgave, to bed she creeptf 
And all but Anna soundly «k^i^l. 
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The mornings it redoubled paiiii 
She ne'er beheld her lad again ; 
To pass the ford as Sandy Btraye» 
He sank into a watry grave. 

O Anna still for him shall mounii 
And rue that he came by the bum, 
For Sandy he was kind and true, 
And Anna lo?'d as women do. 



SONG IV. 

In imitation of John ofBadenymi, 

WHEN full fifteen revolving years, 

Had visited my face, 
I thought myself a lovely maid. 

Possessed of ev*ry grace. 

That I was handsome, fair, and gay, 

None in my sight deni'd, 
And what I lack'd of wit or charms, 

My vanity suppli'd. 

Por now a crowd of sprightly youxSas^ 
-Dj'd all from me derive> 
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The joy the rapture of their souls. 
And for my love did stri?e. 

I smil'd and oglM ev'ry where. 

And when I was alone, 
Practis'd the graces in my glass. 

By which they were undone. 

To balance well their hopes and fears. 

It was my constant aim, 
Still to elude their fond pursuit, 

And still their love retain. 

And thus I might have trifled o'er 
Till age and wrinkles came. 

And wasted life's delightful hours 
That ne'er return again» 

But Damon camoi a fidthful swain, 

A wooing unto me ; 
His manly form, his honest heart, 

From vice and folly free* 

I listened to his tender tale, ' 

All other bliss beyond. 
And tir'd of all my silly airs, 

A mutual passion own'd. 
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And now, fair maids, take heed, I prafi 

Before it is too late, 
To choose where sense and worth invitCi 

And not provoke yourEsite. 

For if we happiness derive, 

From any thing that's here. 
It is when kindred spirits meet; 

In love and fHendship dear. 



SONG V. 

Tune— -77ir Wounded ffutrnt. 

WHEN Columbia call'd, my dear M^Iiam co 
sented, 

And to my fend arms bade a tender adieu» 
Id hopes to return with the laurels of glorfi 

And reap all the fruits of affection so true. 

But Fate, who can ls\)igh at the purpose of nr 
tals, 
Had said that I ne'er should behold him af 
In the cold silent grave my dear William 

glectedf 
Liea &r from his lovt) anioti^^Yittt^^l^^ 
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When bravely he fell in the front of the battle, 
Contending with Britons on Erie's dark shore, 

O bad I been there to expire with my lover. 
Nor liv'd thus a prey to the bitterest woe. 

Tet cease, my poor widow'd heart, from thy deep 
sorrow, 
A few rolling years will thy partner restore, 
Jxk the pure land of heroes with transport I'll jois 
him. 
Where trouble and death shaU divide us no 
more. 
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AH why thus desire, what I ne'er can obtain» 

To poison all comfort that's left. 
Still, stiUi I'm possess'd of my reason and friendsj 

Though of my Eliza bereft. 

Vain hope, so presuQiptuous, idth magical pow'f^ 
This love with my life did entwine. 

Time glided so sweetly, nor show'd the deceit« 
Yet why as a coward repine f 
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My heart that so lately with traiiqx>rt did swell, ' 

May break, but I will not complaiii^ 
The mvad ne'er shall knowi what our Mend 

ship has cost» 
Nor her bosom partake of the pain* 

If pray'r be heard, 'tis the wish of my soul. 

That happy as woman can be, 
She may journey through life by my rival b< 
lov*d, 

Whatever is measur'd to me. 
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HOW sweetly blows the breath of springi 

All nature looks enchanting, 
What joy, what ecstacy is mine, 

Since Willie is na wanting* 

When seated by the milk-white thorn, 
The warblers round us singing. 

He cast sae sweet a glance on me, 
I blush'd without designing. 

TAen pressed my hand«ndNvVv\«^t*d V«^^ 
OA bow my tongue did &ker 
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When I attempted to say nay. 
For fear his mmd should alter. 

I hae one darling secret wish, 
To heav*n I will prefer it, 

That Willie ever may be mine, 
And may I aye deserve it. 
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Tune — My JVanie O. 

COLUMBIAN shores they look so fine, 
And Freedom reigns so jolly, O, 

Why should I at my lot repine ? 
'Twere but an idle folly, O. 

While all around is mirth and glee, 

To me it is na ony, O, 
A stranger still I seem to be. 

Although my heart's no stony, O. 

Could I divest, and set at rest 
All tender thoughts of Scotia, O, 

Then might I join the noiay \\\xow^> 
In war that braggadocio^ O* 



)26 BOMOa. 

Curst be the fiend who plaim'd the tUifo 
Of mother and of daughter, 0| 

To shed the dearest blood of both. 
And lead the brave to slaughtecy O. 

May cruel war, by demops nura'df 

To lowest hell be driven, O, 
And gentle peace return on earthy 

The fairest child of heaven, O* 

Then shall hutnaidty have reat. 
The arts with commerce prosper, O, 

And these two first of nations learn 
Fraternal love to foster, O. 



SONG DL 

Composed February I2th^ 1815, on hearh 
the fieace between Great Britain and the I 
States. {Published in the Port FoUoI] 

Txxvk^^Thert^s J^ae Luck about the horn 

I DINNA fear the news is true, 
'Tia seen in ilka fece, 
■NieeboupB irha scarcely spake \)«&)ite^ 
How kindly they embrace. 
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There was iktt trade in our tdwti^ 

Sin' war began to blaw^ 
Our yery market wore a gloom. 

An' specie fled awa. 

Soon we'll hae afalps and siller bsdth» 

Prosperity again 
Shall smile upon our happy land. 

And wo shall plough Uie main. 

While manfully atound the gkbe 

Our mariners they go, 
O' wo be to the saucy knave. 

Who threats them as a fee. 

Now Yankie lads their discontenta 
Sae prudently will smother, 

An' when they meet a southern blade. 
They'll ca' him friend an* brother. 

For interest, sweet interest, 

So powerfully can draw, 
Kor doubt it, since without it, 

Our Tirtues look sae sma*. 

John Bull and Brother 3bnathae& 
Hare iiad a hearty boul^ 



U8 soiros« 

And here and there» and ev'ry where. 
Have fairly fought it out. 

Till tirM wi' warsling up and dowUf 

It gives us joy to see^ 
How they shake hands like honest meOy 

Sae ready to agree. 

When niest they icome to break a lance^' 

As chosen friends will jar» 
The Regent Prbce and President, 

May they sustain the w«r« 

An' let the nations baith stand l^p 

Regardless o' their din» 
To see their manly valour tried. 

And tell wha first does rin. 



soxox 

I'LL think on my Johnny and mourn till 1 
O Sawney» forgie a' this weakness in me, 
My person is yours, but affection was gaen, 
How often I bade ye to let me alane. 

My inither she grat «nd ti\^ ^«J^« ^^ 
JM> courage alone, not. m^ \o^e>Hx. ^cA^ 



TkejF fore^ tety poor hand while lAjr heart wtt» 

An* O, it is hard against passion to druw.^ ' 

Tofir Ileuses and sinei% tm iwc they are lost, 
What's the world to a woman whose love is so 

crossM ; 
Your patience tlistracts me, your kindness gies 

piin, 
O would ye but gie me jtist cause to complain ! 

Vet soon I shall lay me in death's cold embrace^ 
A better and &irer, may she fiU my place, 
And gtre yott the joy that ia wanting in me. 
For 1*11 think on my Johnny and mo«tm till I die. 



SONG XI. 

Intended /or Samt Andrenv^B Day, 

ComfiOBcd J^ODcmbcr 1816. 

Tune— 7%ff Humours qf Glen. 

O, this is the day our tribute to pay, 

To fair Caledonia, land of our slres^ 
With u-rateful emotion, Tve*\\ %\iow oxa ^«^^^^% 
And prove our descetvt^ lV*% occai^i^Bk vow^'^^'^ 
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Then fill up the glasses, a health to our lasaaei 
And the &ir land of cakes in remembrance stil 
hold; 

A fig for the fellow who scorns to be mellow^ 
At thought of his country whose heart it is cold 

O Scotia belov'd) still with rapture we view thee, 
Though parted a&r by the wild roaring waye. 

The food recollection of early protection 
No time and no distance can ever bereare. 

Thy clear crystal fountsdns, thy snow-cover'd 
mountains, 
Thy bonnie brown heath and thy hedges o: 
thorn, 
Thy groves so enchanting, no symmetry wanting 
With the lav'rock's blythe song at the dawn< 
ing of mom. 

Thy daring proud spirit» thy genuine mcyrit, 
Thy rare castigation, that tutors the mind» 

For these we adore thee, no nation's before thee. 
In all that is noble, in all that is kind. 

Thy church is a pillar, for honest men fill her, 
Thy state is supported by justice and law ; 
A strong Gothic building to x^m^^^l^xuvflelding 
It is adU unimpsdrM) lYvouiVi \\.% i»\^^iaQ«« 
did &\ 
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Then fill up the glasses, a health to our lasses, 
And the fair land of cakes in remembrance sUll 
hold, 

A fig for the fellow who scorns to be mellow, 
At thought of his coonuy whose heart it is cold. 



SONG xn. 

Tune — My Mink O. 

When all alone, I make my moan. 
In darksome night sae eerie, O, 

Without ae friend to share the gloom, 
Or say the world is weary, O. 

I backward turn, and still I mourn. 
For him I loc'd sae dearly, O, 

My tears they flow in bitter woe. 
Nor hope nor joy come near me, O. 

In passion's shock, I death invoke. 
The tyrant winna hear me, O, 

I sigh and pray till dawning day. 
It shifts the scene so dreary, O* 



O, light and life, to others bright, 
Tis much for me to bear ye, O, 

My bibs is done, and set's the sun. 
That render'd all tluDgs cheery» O. 



BONO xm. 

MT hopes they are blasted and broken, 
I ne'er shall agfdn see repose. 

Pause Johnny he has me forsaken, 
Nor is there an end to my woes. 

It is spring, and the birdies sing sweetly, 
All nature brings sorrow to me, 

For its beauty remhids me o' Johnny, 
An' forces the tear in my e'e. 

An' yet I maun hide my complaining, 
An' yet I maun try to look glad, 

An' rise wi' the smile o' contentment. 
Though sleepless all night on my bed. 

O man, thou art fidthless an' fickle, 
A slave to thy int'rest and pride, 
Poor woman she loveS) an' iot e^t.^^ 
J9b suf ring can turn liet wAe» 
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SONG XIV. 

BY the sweet winding Carron Maria did wander» 
She thought on her Sandy so fidthful and true» 

His gen'rous devotion) now on the wide ocean, 
Expos'd to all danger, and &r from her view. 

Her locks of bright auburn, they fell on her 

shoulders, 

As dew on the rose-bud the tear on her cheek, 

And her snowy white bosom it heav'd with soft 

anguish, 

While alone and in silence relief she did seek* 

The radiant charms of the gay summer morning, 

They pass'd by Maria untasted, unSeen, 
No beauty could please her, fi>r Sandy was want« 

ing> 
And the loud foaming billows were raging be- 
tween. 

Tet hope ever welcome, the friend of the wretch- 
ed, 

Though faded and feint on her spirit did smile, 
That time might restore to his dear native shore» 

Her own constant loveT^and v^tt^'v ^^s^fib^ 



1S4 toirat. 

She breath'd a fond pray'ri that heaven wo 
spare» 

And bless her true lover, and cause bis reti 
His passion preservlngfy and keep her desenri 

That Sttidy might never have reason to tnof 

When lifting htt eyes, in jo)r and surpriaei 
They met her dear Sandy's, she sunk in 
arms. 
Here first he had wooM her, his love had p 
(ttted her 
Through seten long years of suspense t 
alarms. 



BONO XV. 

Oh, Johnny came in by the hallan. 
The tear it Mb6d fiill in hi« t% 

For Merran she had him forsaken, 
The slight it was sair for to dree. 

She heard the kind lad a hale towmondp 

And smil'd as if love to retonii 
When he gied but some fidrin to Nani^ 



90»««^ ISf 

Gleyd Patie a wooiog caxoe tiU beri 
His purse it was weighty and langi 

Syne she [Mad nae inair heed to her JohDOft 
Than if he had been an auld sang. 

Her fency was set on the ^H»r, 

Her heart it was selfish an' bard» 
So she marry'd the ciqif i|i a hurry» 

While Johnny frae peace is debarred. 



SONG XVh 

HIS be tbQ pleasure» miae the pain» 
Since we shall never meet agaio» 
A gayer and a richer dame, 
*Tis hers his plighted &ithta daini. 

O, may she still rewsffd hi» c%fC» 
And be his only choseo fair» 
While I with woe my vigils keep» 
And o'er a hapless pasaiou w«ep. 

Where are the tone» thai stcw^k; m^ tefl^^ 
X^Ye*9 fatal poison to im^Tl^ 



iH Bomou 

Ahy memoryt wouldsl thoa refraioy 
Since we shall never meet again. 



SON» XTH 

Tune— 7%e Lea JRi^i 

CAN I forbear to think on thee, 

Mf ain chosen dearie» O» 
Or meet thee at the saughen tree, 

To yent my grief sae freely, O ? 

My brither Pat, the sulky lonn, 
May flyte till he be weary, O, 

Until cauld death shall seal my doom» 
ru think on thee, my dearie, O. 

Fu' weel they ken my heart is thine, 
Nae ither shall obtain it, O, 

Rab, wi' his siller, houses, land, 
O, he can never gain it, O. 

He's but a cuif, as bald*s my loo^ 
An' bent wi' eild fu' sairly, O, 
Were I the fool to g\e cotmeiA.^ 
rd rue baith late an* e^tVr,0. 



«ovot. I3f 

To speak with thee» an* read thine e'e» 

An' see thy truth abiding, O9 
Tis wealth an' joy, an' Men's to me» 

What signifies- their chiding» O. 

There's gear to win, nor is it Wf 

That we're content to want it» O9 
Then let us wed.wi' little din» 

We love and need nae vaunt it» O. 



80NO xym. 

O» the years that \ hae wandered» 
And my hopes on Jenny squander'd» 
Now the faithless madd is gone. 
And left me heartless and alone. 

Soon the flame of love is lighted^ 
Sooner still its joys are blighted» 
Long we endeavour to obtain it» 
And 'tis fled ere well we gain it. 

Ah the foolish fickle Jenny» . 
Sold to Willie for his penny» 
While with ease I can divine^ 
That her heart is wholly inkift» 



t3i 

Never w>ye idiaU Ac cosv» Mar mu^ ' 
Nor her smiles at^«aof «beer me:; 
A sight of her conU weH repnf 
The labours of the longest daf . 

Now the dream of Uiss is brdkeo. 
She my destiny hatk «pokes; 
I haste to join the tittle's atrUe» 
And lose my sorrows witkmy life» 

Then» her soul she wM discovery 
And lament for her true lover, 
Bewail her folly and her &tey 
And sigh for me^ although too late. 



SONG XJX. 

I fondly ga^^Md aigh my fill» 
Still forced to loye,a|^st my wijlU 
My weddmg day je fiac'd and ne»ri 
But Anna is witbomt .compeer* 

My &ther bade me m^ny Jffani 
Sweet Anna then I h^ oa aef^, 
I rue the day that a]^ fm^if^ ha\P$t 
O fatal day, my f^9if^ mi 9?m« 



I thought ny Jean; trig befoTe» 
Besides her graniijr's weel-haiu'd tteref 
But now she so offends my e% 
An* yet she is a bride to me. 

I winna pitf a vinaia*» party 
Since I hae gain'd poor Jeany's hearty 
She Bo'er shatt feel the waat»' niih^f 
Yet lovely Anna is divine. 



SONG XX. 

AFT Johnny lies snorioig, while tlhep 1 hae 
nane^ 
But weep on my pillow for days that are gflney 
When Sandy he pleas'd me the best o' them a'. 
And lang ere i wist it^ ftfy heart waa^ awa* 

My lad he was kindly» the thne it fiew by. 
At sawing an' shearing, an' milking the kyey 
He still was aside me, an* thought me his ain» 
But fate had determln'd our hopes they were vidn. 

My father tint riRer, they poinded his gear» 
And John paid the refit, O^iSkift \fm.^*t^'««ai^^B»\ 
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He claimM my poor hand, but my love it was fledt 
And I mourn aye the day they compeU'd me to 
wed. 

I meet my dear Sandy» the glance o' his e*e 
That us'd to bring joy, it is daggers to me» 
For weel I remember the pain that I gied» 
And lost to all pleasure^ I wish myself dead« 



SONG XXI. 

I THOUGHT thy heart was mine^ my joy 
As mine belonged to thee» 
But now thou hast forsaken me, 
The truth I needs maun see. 

I span five hanks o' yaru) my joi^ . 
Thy wedding sark to be» 
And for to hae a silken gown» 
I wair'd my penny fee. 

Since thou art wodng Meg, my jo> 
And siller is thy care, 
1*11 hie me to some foreign landi 
Aad ne'er behold thee msir. 
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Thou Mdd how I was featj toj jo/ 
And Maggie like a kirn, 
And that she scantUns had the sense 
To reel her ravel'd pirn. 

But when auld doited crazy Pat) 
Her uncle^ came to die, 
And left her a' his pase, inj joy 
Sae wise and fair was she. 

Thy promises sae fause, my jo» 
And kisses a* sae sweet, 
I think on them the live^long day, 
And a' the night I greet. 

O fare thee weel, my faithless jo, 
A long an* last farewel, 
Kintra an* fiien's are lost to rae. 
Near Meg I winna dwell. 



BONG xxn. 

THE banks o* the Carron, the braes o* Denovan, 
Where aft I hae wander'd to Sandy akine, 

Now parted for ever, tot de«X)[k S\^ >a^ ^«s^x% 
Full weU I remember lYie ^^^>i)D»x«^^e^^^^ 
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Tho' mirk an* tho* moonless, I never wai eerie. 
Nor minded the witches that dance in yon glen. 

But watch'd for my callan, wha tap'd on the 
hallan, 
The sig^nal to meet him fu' weel did I ken. 

Ae night by the river, forget it, O, never, 

I promisM to wed him, when Lammas it came. 

His uncle was dealing to get him a mailen» 
But a* his delight was to ca* me htfain. ' 

Our love was delicious, and all seem'd propitious 
When fate is determin'd no virtu&can savei 

No prayers availing, for life it was failing, 
£re Lammas my Sandy was in his cauld grave 

Hopes blasted and broken, no comfort is spoken 
Nor purpose .nor home to the wretched ii 
sweet, 

I long for to-morrow, though coming in sorrow, 
'Tis nearer the time when I Sandy shall meet 

At evening I dander, regardless of slander. 
To visit the spot where my Sandy is laid. 

His bed for my pillow, beneath the green willow 
The tribute of tears to his memory is paid* ' 
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HOW I gaz*d on my Jenny, and held her so fast. 
While I YOwV to be constant and true) 

In the morning we rested upon the green grass» 
And her gown it was wet wi* the dew. 

As she sunk in my arms sweetly blushbg oobsent» 
O, the moments dirinely they flew, 

And she ne'er shall have cause of her choice to 
repent, 
Or this meeting so tender to rue. 

Could I injure my dear, and occasion her fear, 
Or delight in some object that's new. 

Soon conscience would prove the avenger of love, 
I should curse ev'ry breath that I drew. 



BONG XXIV. 

HOW chang'd on James's verdant banks*» 

I wander all alone, 
My heart oppress'd with tender grief. 

That I can tell to none. 

• James wet» VVtfga»^ 



U4' 86ifa8«* 

The mocking bird so sweetly sings, 
And fragrant is each treoi 

But Colin is for ever gone. 
His &ce I ne*cr shall see. 

Three years I aigh'd to be his bridei 
Still doubting of his love. 

At length he own'd a mutual flame. 
Our parents they appror'd. 

And fortune smil'd so pleasantly. 
We nam'd our wedding day, 

When cruel death maliciously. 
It tore my love away. 

I'll gather flowrets of the springi 
To strew around his grave, 

My tears shall daily water them. 
Their beauty for to save. 

And as they fade Til inly say, 
Thus fades poor human joy, 

A plant more delicate than these, 
A breath can it destroy. 
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SONG XXV. 

ON a far distant rock the poor captive lay pining. 
And sigh'd for the crown he so lately did wear, 
To the winds and the wilds he revealed his emo- 
tion. 
Nor friendship nor lore might his solitude 
cheer. 

<< Forsaken, alone, ah, empire is gone, 
« Unwelcome remembrance, it tortures my 
^breast, 
^ My pow'r has evanished, yea, hope it is banish'd, 
** In the cold arms of death there is comfort 
«* and rest. 

^< My glory it shone as the ray on yon mountain, 
^ And genius and science reviv'd in my smile ; 

^ Now hurl'd from my station and high elevatioi^ 
** And basely entomb'd on a bleak barren isle. 

^ All nature's soft ties my fortune denies, 

<* And wishes and prayers ne'er move a proud 
*« foe ; 

« Yet fame it shall flourish, yea ages will nourishv 
« When Ufe it is fled and ta^\»^'i>asvWwi. 
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« Louisa, adieu ! in fortitude true, 

^ 1*11 stem aye the torrent that sweeps me an 
<< Gaul sorely does miss me» thy son he will I 
" thee, 
<< And ne'er shall thy husband his honour 
« tray/' 



SONG XXVI. 

Tune— ^BirArt qfMergeMc. 

O9 Name's to the green wood gaen» 
To gather lilies, bring them hame* 
And Geordie met her, a' her lane» 
His heart it was sae blythsome. 

Quoth he, fsdr maid, I*m fidn to meet» 
A sight o* you, it is a treat, 
Ye look sae sonsie an' sae sweet» 
Come sit ye down an' hear me. 

For sure it is a bonny day, 
The birdies ung on ilka spray, 
While a* the trees they look sae gay, 
jDear Jasue, we'U enjoy ix. 
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Ah) na» said she» that aumiia be> 
My minnie will be fleyd for me, 
I maun gang hamo right haatilff 
Sae thank yefortht offer. 

O, love it has sae mony vajs^ 
And feeds on little cof delays. 
And ever dowa since Adam's days» 
Reserve still makes it prosper. 

Geordie her very soul could read^ 
An' sae gaed after her wi' speed» 
He with her mither did succeed» 
Her slow consent came after. 

Nanie had heauty an' gude sensei 
An' Geordie was a lad o' menaBi 
Besides he had a routh o' pencoi 
She had nae need o' tocher. 



SONG xxvn. 

STILL memory delights to quote» 
The precious hours that bless'd my lot, 
When Anna's love was ^bo\b| is»xiit> 
And all our hopes did fitikt cikt<«i\M« 
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How oft OD Athole*s braes we straj'dy 
And scenes of future bliss portrayM» 
While all around was sweet and fidr. 
Yes, doubly sweet, for she was there. 

True love adinits of no delay, 
I pressed to wed from day to day, 
My Anna smiling blush'd consent, 
I little thought she would repent* 

A heart an' life without a stain, 
Unspotted honour was my ain ; 
Titles an' lands I could nae boast, . 

My sire had at CuUoden lost. 

An English lord a wooing came, 
Great was his fortune and his fame} 
Her parents forc'd the nuptial vow, 
And peace from Anna's soul withdrew. 

Sair, sair, she labour'd to forget, 
Although on me her love was set, 
We met, I heard the broken sigh. 
And wish'd that moment but to die. 

The conflict did not long endure, 
For blighted love there is «^ cut^^ 
The grave receiv'd my ^viv\^ xstti^^^ 
^r sel&sh vanity betrayed. 
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At night I steal, when others sleep, 
By Anna's tomb unscenRo weep, 
Embrace the earth where she is laid, 
Anna belov'd, my peerless maid. 



SONG XXVIII. 

WHOE'ER has liv'd without a wife 

Some fifty years, beware of, 
His own dear self and precious pelf. 

Remember he'll take care of. 

He'll sigh and burn, your absence mourn, 
And beauty sing the praise of, 

Till Hymen's yoke upon you lock, 
Then ev'ry joy despair of. 

Tied to a fool, he needs must rule. 

And on your temper's ruins, 
In gloomy solitude he'll sit. 

And boast of his own doings. . 

Or jealous knave, who would enslave 

All woman-kind for ever, 
He from a few conclusiOT\s dte,\N, 
And cLiss'd us all togei\\et* 
O 
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No tender sympathy he feels, 

His fancy ever ranging, 
Vainly demands to be belov'd, 

While all the soul estranging. 

My youthful friend, improve the time, 
And claim life's highest pleasure, 

Oj choose while there's a heart to give, 
And make it aye your treasure. 



THE END. 
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